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THE ENGLISH FIRESIDE 



CHAPTER I. 

** Ho that stands upon a slippery plaoe» 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up.** 

^'Th£ sun is up and 'tis a morn of May/' 

a bright, laughing, merry mom. There 

"^ was music on every bough and twig. Bees 

^ and butterflies sucked and sipped the early 

i fresh-bom flowers of the spring. The 

^ soaring pinioned lark trilled his ringing 

^2r notes to heaven's ethereal vault, and then, 

^^tooping from his dizzy height, dropped 

^ like an arrow to his mate in her grassy 

^ nest. Nature — godlike nature — revelled in 

^ her beauty ! The sun*lit, flashing stream 

was her mirror. Joy and gladness were 
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her handmaids. The heralds of summer 
trod in their footsteps, and, as they tripped 
their way through flowery meads and mossy 
dells, daisies, primroses, and buttercups 
opened their maiden blossoms to mark the 
path they took. The thrifty ant left her 
earthy home, and again sought the replenish- 
ment of her store. Amorous grasshoppers 
chirped their love ditties, and even that dull 
laggard, the spotted toad, roused from his 
long, long sleep, croaked in doleful cadence 
his heartfelt satisfaction. Not a creature, 
not a thing — ^not even the meanest wild flower 
that grew unnoticed and uncared for — ^but 
looked the very type of unalloyed, unqualified 
happiness. 

On a beetling clifi*, rearing its giant crest 
some hundreds of feet above the dashing 
waves at its base, the invalid Ellen, accom- 
panied by Grace and her father, was sitting 
gazing upon the exquisite beauties of the 
scene. Far, far at sea the bleached sails 
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of a ship were visible, and here and there 
fishing boats dotted the unruffled surface of 
the clear, deep blue ocean. Flocks of sea- 
gulls wheeled their graceful flight, and dipped 
their snowy breasts, and, as the invalid con- 
tinued to watch, her eyes filled unconsciously 
with tears, but not of sadness, and she wept 
long and silently. 

Not a word was spoken; but the father 
perceived the emotion of his child ere she 
almost felt it, and, suppressing his own, 
pretended not to see the effects of her 
weakness and fading health. He forced a 
smile upon his careworn features, and strained 
a cheerfulness in his voice ill according with 
the feelings at his heart. 

"Come, Grace," said he, endeavouring to 
draw Ellen's attention from her absorbing 
thoughts, "sing one of your cheerful songs. 
It will sound here quite as musical as in 
the fields and woods at home." 
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"Do, dear Grace," added her sister. "I 
ana sure," continued she, "that fisherman, 
who is spreading his net so skilfully yonder, 
will stop in his work to listen if you re- 
quire an addition to the audience." 

" Indeed, my own sweet sister," rejoined 
Grace, throwing her arms round Ellen's 
neck, " I wish for none. I would sing from 
sun-rise to sun-set to give you one minute's 
pleasure." And then, summoning all her 
joyous spirits to dispel the melancholy in 
her beloved Ellen, she gave, in a ringing, 
beautiful voice, that was heard far away 
over the face of the waters, the following 
words: 

The lambs are sporting on the hill, 
Tiie cuckoo calls from the vale. 
Heifers feed by the gashing riU, 

The cowslip i>ale 

And the daffodil 
Are blooming to welcome the May. 

DeUghtl delight! 

The fields are bright; 
It is the first morning of May. 
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See ! the bees and Iratterfliet kiM 
The lips of the opening flowen: 
Oh I there is no such time as this— 

The laughing honrs, 

The spirits of bliss, 
Aie here to welcome the May. 

Delight! delight I 

The fields axe bright ; 
It is the first morning of Maj. 

" Dearest Grace ! " said EUen, as her 
sister concluded the song, ^^ how jojous and 
free those words thrilled through my heart. 
Are they your own?" 

But for a moment Grace returned no an- 
swer. As the last words fell from her lips 
she saw that a stranger was within hearing, 
and, more fix)m surprise than coyness, a 
crimson tint spread itself over her fea- 
tures, and she felt somewhat confiised at 
having given rein to her high bounding 
spirits. 

"No matter, love," said the vicar, in 
an under tone, seeing the cause of his 
daughter's bewilderment. " I have no doubt," 
added he, smiling, " that the gentleman was 
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anything but displeased with the sounds 
forced upon his attention." 

" There can be little fear of that," replied 
Ellen, turning her head towards the stranger. 
"But," continued she, "give me your 
hand, father, I feel sufficiently refreshed 
to return." 

The vicar, assisted by Grace, raised his 
weak child from the ground, saying, as he 
did so, "I hope this imprudent seat upon 
the greensward will not tend to retard the 
progress to health." 

" Oh, no I " returned Ellen, cheerfully, 
affecting a lightness in her step as she 
leant on the arm of her father, pacing 
slowly on the verge of the cliff. " Oh, 
no ! " repeated she, " I have no fear 
of that. Ere we return home you will 
see me plucking the wild flowers with as 
much ease and delight as dear Grace there, 
and she seems to be unusually busy this 
morning." 
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" Her posy is very pretty, and culled with 
care/' rejoined the vicar, watching Grace 
gathering the blossoms in their path. 

^^ What a beautiful flower 1 " exclaimed 
Grace, dasping her hands, and looking 
over the edge of the cliff. 

"Pray do not approach so near," said 
the vicar, trembling at seeing the intrepid 
girl standing with a firm tread on the 
edge of that dizzy height, and looking with 
interest at some object beneath. 

" I have no fear, dear father,'' ^replied 
Grace, still standing on the same spot. 

" But suppose your brain waa to reel," 
rejoined her father. 

" And not an improbability, " added 
Ellen, laughing, " in one so giddy." 

"You little monitor 1" returned Grace. 
"Come here, and while I hold your hand, 
look at the prettiest flower I ever saw. How 
I should like to add it to my bouquet," 
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continued she; "but 'tis not within my 
reach." 

'* Perhaps it is within mine," said a voice ; 
and upon turning her head, Grace found 
the stranger, a tall and well-dressed gentle- 
man, who had been a listener to her song, 
close by her side. 

" I beg, sir," replied Grace, earnestly, 
and with a slight colouring in her cheek; 
" I beg, sir," repeated she, moving towards 
her father, "that you'll not hazard life 
and limb for so trifling a gratification." 

" My nerves are very steady," rejoined 
the stranger, looking over the precipice at 
the object of Grace's admiration. "I can 
gather it," continued he, kneeling on the 
verge, "without the slightest risk or 
difficulty." 

"I beseech you not to attempt it," re- 
turned the vicar, hastening with fear to 
the side of the stranger, and laying his 
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hand upon his shoulder. But as he did 
so he felt the earth crumble from beneath 
him, and, with a wild cry of terror, he 
sprung backwards, scarcely in time to save 
himself from being launched with the ill-fated 
stranger over the cliff. 

A scream, wild and unearthly, was heard 
a league at sea 

" My God, my God ! " exclaimed the 
vicar, falling upon his knees overpowered 
with horror, while EUen threw herself, without 
a sign of life remaining, into the arms of 
her scarcely more animate sister. 

" Help ! " cried a husky voice. " Help, 
or I am lost.** 

With a bound the good vicar sprung fix)m 
the ground, and, careless of his own safety, 
again stood on the treacherous verge. 

What a sight met his view! There, on 
a ledge of the cliff at some dozen yards 
from the top, the stranger dung, grasping 
the leaves of a strong dock-weed. The pro- 

B 2 
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jection fonned a slanting shelf, not more 
than three feet in width, and then there was 
nothing to break even the fall of a pebble 
on the shore beneath — a distance that made 
the brain reel to gaze on. 

With an upturned,* imploring look, the 
stranger maintained his precarious position, 
and although the agony he was enduring was 
pourtrayed in the contracted muscles of his 
features and bloodshot, protruding eyes, still 
he looked collected and prepared to turn to 
advantage any means of safety that chance 
might present. If desperation glistened in 
his eye, still courage was mingled with it. 

" Hold for a few moments," ejaculated 
the vicar, in a scarcely articulate tone, " and 
I will bring assistance. For heaven's sake, 
be firm," continued he, " and Til be with 
you again in a second. God have mercy 
and extend his strength to thee ! " 

" Be quick," gasped the stranger, as the 
vicar hurried from the spot. " I cannot — " 
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He could say no more. The leaves in his 
dutch cracked and severed one by one. The 
root strained from its hold, and he felt it 
giving gradually to his weight. Crumbling 
pieces of mould tumbled and fell from the 
sides of the ledge, and slowly the victim 
knew he was sliding towards the fearful 
declivity. Above, below, aroimd, he cast 
his glaring look, searching for some resource 
to snatch himself from impending destruction ; 
but all was smooth, naked, and bare. Not 
even a straw presented itself for one last 
clutch. 

Crack, crack. There were but a small 
handful of thin, yielding green leaves be- 
tween — ^who? ay, who was that horror- 
stricken wretch about to be sent to his 
long and last account, if made up, with the 
balance so fearfully against him ? Who was 
it that, in the exuberance of youth, strength, 
and manly beauty, now felt weaker than a 
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weak, puny child? Who was it, that now 
stern death grinned before him, leaving no 
hope, no chance, no seeming probability for 
a rescue, muttered an untaught prayer, and 
begged for that clemency he never thought 
to ask before ? Ay, who was it ? Ned 
Swiftfoot, the thoughtless, reckless, daring 
outlaw ! Yes, it was him, with the cold 
sweat of terror trickling from his brow, and 
his blood frozen in its course. And with 
fear? With the fear that all men should 
have, with the love of warm life throbbing 
at their hearts, and not lost to its value. 
Not one but should prize the current of his 
being ! Few, very few, but have objects 
to love and to live for, and when these cease 
to be, the want of the dread of death savours 
more of the outcaat's recklessness than the 
courage even of a brute. 

" Fm lost," he screeched, as the weed 
snapped from its root, and yet, with a 
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remaining desperate effort, he forced his 
nails into the chalky earth, and clung for 
a brief moment to the slippery spot. 

A shadow fell before him. Something 
struck his head. Wildly he let his fingers 
go, and throwing up his arms, seized a 
strong, firm — ^he knew not what ; but life 
was in its grasp. Tes, it was gushing, hot, 
young life, life to the hopeless, life to the 
dead. 

^^ Ha, ha, ha ! I'm saved ! '' he cried, 
leaping to his feet, and, looking upwards, 
he saw a crowd of white anxious faces looking 
at him ; but every tongue was mute. Not 
a word was spoken, and if any sound was 
heard, it was the throbbing of their hearts 
beating against their bosoms. 

^^ Pull," cried Ned, twining his fingers in 
the strong meshes of a fisherman's net, and 
leaping like an antelope against the side of 
the cliff. " Pull," repeated he, " and drag 
me from this awful place." 
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With a cheer, and a hearty one, the 
rescuers tugged at the net, and scarcely 
had echo time to answer it, when Ned was 
seized by strong, brawny arms and hands, 
and warmly embraced upon his deliverance. 

The vicar, distraught with mingled feel- 
ings of joy and remaining terror, hugged 
Ned in his arms and wept upon his breast 
like a child ; while Grace stood, with blanched 
cheek and ashy lip, supporting her weeping 
sister, as if waking from some dream of shud- 
dering import. 

^^ It was a wonderful escape, sir," said 
an old fisherman, the proprietor of the net. 
^^ I little expected to see ye more alive than 
a red herring when I heard where you were. 
But, thank Grod ! we often find ourselves 
landed from a wreck when all hope seems 
lost." 

'*' Come, come with us 1 " exclaimed the 
rejoiced vicar, twining his arm in that of 
the rescued Ned. ^^ I must not lose sight 
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of you, my dear Mend," continued he, " for 
many hours to come;" and, for the first 
time in his life, perhaps, the good, kind* 
hearted man, forgot the failing weakness of 
his child, who tottered on the support of 
her sister, scarcely less overcome with excite- 
ment than herself. 

^^ Stop for one moment," said Ned, taking 
from his purse some pieces of gold. ^' Let 
me," added he, placing them in the hand 
of his rescuer, ^^ render something more sub- 
stantial than thanks for my deliverance." 

"I wish, sir," replied the man, with 
glistening eyes, as he chinked the money, 
^^ I could afford to refiise your bounty. But 
this," and he again rang the coin, ^^will 
make a large and poor family happy, and 
111 be bold to say yell not begrudge one 
moment of their comfort." 

"No," rejoined Ned, giving the speaker 
a hearty grasp of the hand in return for 
this honest speech. " Life, even to me, is 
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worth a high price, higher^'* continued he, 
with emphasis, ^^ than I was aware of, until 
within the shadow of a certainty of losing 
it." 

" Let us stay no longer," said the vicar. 
" All of us require refreshment and repose 
after so direful an ordeal. Come, sir, for 
you must be our especial guest to-day." 
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CHAPTER II. 

** However we do pniie ouneWei, 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner loft and won. 
Than women's are.** 

Upon Ned Swiftfoot leaving the neighbour- 
hood of Woodland Rookery, he fully resolved 
to conform to the instructions he received 
from his friend the king of the gipsies. To 
the metropolis, therefore, he first took his 
course, and, assuming the name and rank of 
Captain Hartley, soon found himself at home 
'mid scenes and adventures he had, for the most 
part, never heard of. Tired at length with the 
whirl and round of pleasure he at first heed- 
lessly threw himself into, and satiated with 
the attractions so seductive to the young and 
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inexperienced, with the "wherewithal" to 
command them, he turned his back upon the 
haunts of men and smoke, and from mere 
chance, without any definite object, save to 
see for the first time in his . life the broad, 
free, restless ocean, bent his footsteps towards 
the good old town of Hastings. 

Soon after his arrival he was surprised one 
morning to meet the vicar and his daughters 
on the sands, enjoying the fresh breeze, and, 
with the daring, adventurous spirit of his 
nature, he determined to seek an opportunity 
of gaining an introduction to them, relying 
upon his disguise in preventing a recognition. 

For a few days no chance presented itself, 
and his plans were foiled by some mishap or 
other; but repulse with Ned was but an 
incentive to exertion. 

" m exchange a word or two with ye, 
pretty mistress, this morning," said he to 
himself, as he tracked the course taken by 
Grace, on the day of his perilous enter- 
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prise, ^^ and learn if my mask of a gentleman 
be as perfect as I am led to expect. I'd 
bet/' continued he, ^^a great many crowns 
to one that you don't spy, with your own 
soft blue eyes, Ned Swiftfoot and the Captain 
to be one and the same person." 

And he was right. For some three weeks 
had passed since the cause of his unexpected 
and desperate introduction to the vicar and 
his family, and, although a constant visitor 
at the house, and companion in their frequent 
walks, Grace had no suspicion of having met 
him in the vicinity of Woodland Rookery. 
Once, indeed, a flickering thought crossed her 
mind of having seen a face with a similar 
form and expression; but, after a slight 
endeavour to recal the when and the where, 
she abandoned the attempt in the supposition 
of her error. 

'Tis a thrice-told tale, flat and wearying 
to repeat, that Love's oaths and resolutions 
are but composed of smoke or some such 
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vapour, which is no sooner engendered than 
it dissolves in thinner air. Since the first 
heart throbbed with passion, until now, man 
has proved fickle and woman confiding. 
Such has it ever been: so will it ever be. 
Homilies may be preached; direful prece- 
dents searched for and referred to with the 
stem finger of truth, and yet all must pass 
away, « signifying nothing." 

Ned had not forgotten Mary Brainshaw; 
but entertaining for her only that effervescent 
feeling which absence is certain to weaken, 
if not to exhaust, he remembered her with 
something akin to carelessness and an ap- 
proaching disregard to the obligations he 
once so freely professed to be under. 

And what was the cause? That which 
generally usurps the place in the changeling's 
affections — a fresh object. Grace's charms 
were of a high order; much higher than 
those of the gamekeeper's pretty daughter. 
There was, too, an inexpressible gratification 
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to Xed*s Tanhr and self«steem« in parteiTiiig 
that one so beantifiil and wdl^born was 
anything bat indififerait to his attentions; 
attentions that, daily, he was more assiduous 
in paying. 

^^ A lady ! " thought he, ^^ the dbtrict ma* 
gistrate's lovely daughter!" and then he 
laughed as only a man can with the health, 
strength, and spirits of lusty youth. 

One evening, after Ellen had retinnl to 
rest, the vicar, Grace, and Ned were sitting 
at the open casement overlooking the seu, 
watching the waves dance and flash in the 
silvery moonbeams like an endless succession 
of fairy lights. All were silent, and eacli 
occupied in reflections of a very different 
description. The father, as usual, was think- 
ing of his beloved Ellen, and sorrowing f(ir 
her visibly declining health ; while (mThvai 
leant on her supported hand, and was niumng 
on that which she dared not to havtf whiK' 
pered to herself, and yet her heart throbU^d 
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quick at the thought, and the warm blood 
gushed to her cheek when, as she raised her 
eyes from the ground, she met the steady, 
unflinching, passionate gaze of Ned Swifkfoot. 
He, too, was somewhat discomposed at this 
meeting of their respective glances ; for, 
rising suddenly from his chair, he made a 
brief exclamation of seeming impatience, and 
took three or four strides from the window. 

" Are you going to leave us. Captain ? " 
inquired the vicar. " It is quite early yet," 
continued he. 

" No, sir," replied Ned, " unless my pre- 
sence be wearisome to ye." 

" That you know cannot be," rejoined the 
vicar. " But we appear unusually dull to- 
night. Cannot you relate one of your enter- 
taining tales or adventures by flood and field, 
and thus turn our sadness to mirth?" 

" I must confess that I'm in no mirthful 
vein," returned Ned, " and should make but 
a sorry attempt if I were to try." 
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"WeU, well!" added the vicar, "I wiU 
not urge you ; and as we are not to have our 
accustomed relation, I shall take a turn or 
two on the beach previous to seeking my 
bed," 

Before leaving the apartment the good 
man waited as if anticipating the offer of a 
companion in his proposed nocturnal stroll; 
but not receiving any he quitted the room, 
saying that he should return within a 
quarter of an hour. 

God knows how it happened ! But happen 
it did. Before a thought — without the shade 
of premeditation, words dropped from Ked's 
lips, so free, tender, and ardent, that one 
might conclude he had been well schooled in 
the art of love's pleadership. To the pur- 
pose, indeed, he ^^ told his soft tale and was 
a thriving wooer." What pen can describe 
the tone and eloquence of his language, a 
language which can have its source only from 
the secret depths and springs of feeling! 
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And then the reply ; but not in words. No, 
Grace had nothing to say. If when he 
paused, without fear, to learn the result of 
his temerity, no sound met his ear, still he 
was not disappointed. And why should he 
be? The hand which he held in his was 
not withdrawn; and if it trembled a little, 
still there appeared to be a slight return of 
his firm pressure. 

** Speak," whispered he, bending his lips 
nearer to her blushing cheek. 

The words rose on her tongue; but ere 
they fell they died away in silence. 

He saw his triumph. Twining his arm 
round her taper waist he snatched her to his 
breast, and pressed the first hot, clinging kiss 
of passion upon her lip. 

Heaven forgive him ! There were other 
lips then murmuring a prayer for his safety 
and pardon of all wrongs how and whensoever 
committed. Tes, and it would have been 
still wafted to the gate of mercy had she 
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known how little mercy he was then showing 
to her. Poor Mary ! May thou ever remain 
in ignorance of his perfidy, and thus be saved 
the remaining torture which could be added 
only to that of thy suspense. 

" I beseech your forbearance," said Grace, 
disengaging herself from Ned's embrace. ^^ I 
wish, Captain Hartley, to retain your respect 
and to say what is becoming." 

" Then let it be but one word," repliecl 
Ned, warmly. " Say," continued he, " that 
I may hope." 

" You may," returned Grace, in a faulter- 
ing voice. 

^^I ask no more," added he; and, as he 
did so, the returning footstep of the vicar 
was heard. 

" The evening is truly beautiful," observe<l 
he, upon entering the room. "You have 
lost quite a treat in not accompanying me." 

" I should like to have a short walk now, 
then," replied Grace. 

VOL. II. c 
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" No, my dear," rejoined her father. " The 
mist is rising fast and thick, and the air's 
becoming cold. You must not venture; it 
would be attended with danger to your 
health." 

" I hope, sir," remarked Ned, as the vicar 
resumed his seat, "that you will recal your 
purpose of departing from here so soon, and 
thus afford us the opportunity of many even- 
ing rambles together." 

"It would grieve me much to think that 
we should not have numbers of rambles toge- 
ther, Captain," replied Mr Wells, "both 
morning and evening. But," continued he, 
dejectedly, " Ellen's health is far from im- 
proving, and daily she becomes more desirous 
for our return home." 

"She is certainly worse than when we 
came," added Grace, with emotion, " and I 
cannot advise a longer sojourn here." 

" No," said the vicar, with a sigh. " The 
day after to-morrow we will act in accord- 
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ance with the dear child's wish. I am cer- 
tain it would prove a source of great disap- 
pointment to frustrate it/' 

^' Th^a let me be no advocate for so 
doing," returned Ned. 

"You will accompany us?" rejoined the 
vicar. 

^^ An engagement prevents my so doing," 
added Ned; ^^ but I hope to be with you in 
a few days." 

" Prevents you ! " exclaimed Grace, in 
surprise. '^ Can your engagement make any 
difference whether you be here or at the 
vicarage?" 

Ned was somewhat puzzled at this ques- 
tion; but he answered that ^^ it did, and for 
a short, very short time he should not be 
able to avail himself of the polite and friendly 
invitation." 

'^ You must not be absent from us long, 
however," said the vicar. " But," continued 
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he, " let us not talk of parting. * Sufficient 
for the day is the evil thereof.' " 

Shortly after this Ned took leave for the 
night, rquesting, before he went, that Mr 
Wells would meet him at an early hour on 
the following morning, adding, while he 
squeezed the small fingers of Grace, that he 
had something particular to communicate. 

" I will be with you at sunrise," replied 
the vicar, "on the East cliff; but," con- 
tinued he, laughing, " not too close to the 
edge of it." 

" And now," said Ned, thoughtfully, as he 
bent his way to his lodgings, "I must seek 
Bamfield Carew, and be guided by him in 
this business. Danger is before and behind : 
so much the better. I love it, and 'tis never 
far from me." 
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CHAPTER III. 

" If to do were as easy as to know what were good to do, 
chapels had been churches, and poor men*8 cottages princes* 
palaces. It is a good divine that follows his own instruc- 
tions : I can easier teach twenty what were good to be 
done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own teach- 
ing. The brain may divine laws for the blood ; but a hot 
temper leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is madness the 
youth, to skip o*er the meshes of good council the cripple.** 

"0 yes!" exdaimed Squire Merton, lying 
upon the flat of his back at Aill length on 
a sofa of very faded and antiquated appear- 
ance, "0 yes ! " repeated he, sipping a 
glass of exceedingly questionable port wine, 
and trying to look as if he liked it, "there's 
nothing simpler in the wide world, Charles. 
To preach — God bless my life ! I would 
enter myself, fairly handicapped, with all 
the catholic and apostolic bishops in Chris- 
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tendom for a sermon of one heat, and then 
freely and with pleasure back myself, at 
trifling odds, to take the lead and keep it to 
the finish. Faugh! preaching, indeed!" 

" My dear father," replied Charles, smil- 
ing at the sporting description given of a 
discourse without the pale of ridicule, and 
in which the squire had no intention of 
indulging, " I entertained no idea of lectur- 
ing ; but waa merely giving my council for an 
observance of prudence so indispensable in the 
desperate condition of our pecuniary matters." 

" And worthy it was of a flageolet-faced 
chancellor of the exchequer about to pro- 
duce -SL shocking bad budget," rejoined the 
squire, draining his glass ; and, as he did so, 
the expression of his features bore a close 
resemblance to the palate's having undergone 
the ordeal of a powerful dose of senna and 
salts, castor oil, or rhubarb. 

^^But you must confess," returned his 
son mildly, and scarcely able to retain a 
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seriousness of manner, ^^that ordering six 
dozen of port wine on the weakness — " 

^^ The strength/' interrupted the squire, 
raising himself from his recumbent attitude 
and looking his son steadfastly in the face; 
^^on the strength of the funds received, my 
dear boy, I gave the order. Don't talk of 
weakness in such a harvest of unexpected 
plenty." 

^^But twenty-five pounds will soon be 
gone," returned Charles. ^^ Indeed, I may 
say, it is already expended. 

^^When the things are paid for," added 
the squire. ^^ WeU, well ! No one but must 
say that I evinced a high degree of economy 
in its outlay. Let me see," he continued, 
pressing a finger upon his brow. ^^ Eight 
bushels of meal for the hounds ; three sacks 
of oats and a load of hay for the stud ; and 
six dozen of port wine for the cellar, which, 
from my heart, Charles, I religiously wish 
was of a better quality, and did not so 
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unequivocally put one in mind of molasses 
and logwood." 

^* It's as bad as physic," said Charles, 
turning up his nose at the inky fluid. 

" But the association's pleasant," replied 
his father, fiUing a bumper, and holding it 
up so that the bright flame on the hearth 
might flicker through it. " The association's 
pleasant," repeated he, " if in fact — if in 
itself— jper se we used to say at college — ^the 
thing is of that order defined unpalatable. 
It brings delightful reminiscences of those 
times, long since unhappily past away, when 
the vaults beneath were crammed to repletion 
with wine, and such wine, too, that makes 
one's flesh crawl and creep to think such 
will never comfort it again. At least, only 
at those times when — ^waifs and strays, I call 
them — one is asked to dine at a house where 
the host is generous enough to appreciate my 
taste for that which is uncommonly good." 

" Its extreme refinement and liberality 



THE D€iJSH nusasoA. 33 

have proved a lamentable misfottiuie to toil 
fisither," rejoined Charks. 

^^ Perhaps so/' letamed the sqniie care- 
lessly, again sipping the nauseous liquid, a 
libel on the name of wine. ^^ Bui my mind 
was never of that class called inqoisitiTe, and 
I haven't troubled myself with the inquiry. 
In truth, knowing the utter usekssless of such 
questions, for they never occur or present 
themselves until an infinite deal too late, I 
could not patiently entertain a thought upon 
such subjects. To take things as they come, 
Charles, is a beautiful motto for a gallop 
across country, and it applies with the same 
aptness to a run through life." 

^^ But discretion bids us look before we 
leap," added Charles. 

" Discretion's the slowest, most calculating, 
cold-blooded fish that ever swam," said the 
squire, in a voice that savoured of irritation. 
" I, thank Grod, never felt discreet but once 
in all my life, and that was when I was about 

C2 
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haying a fly at a rasping double fence. I 
remember the occurrence as if of yesterday, 
although of more than twenty years' standing. 
Kitty Clive — and a better mare was never 
girthed — in a rattling burst made for a 
yawner, I may say a circumstance sufficient 
to make a man's eyes stretch considerably. 
Well I she went at it, as she ever did, with 
her long, quill-tipped ears pricked and straight 
as winged arrow from the bow of Robin Hood 
of yore, when — Fve never forgiven myself — 
discretion — ^for nothing but discretion could 
have been the feeling, it being one I never 
had before — ^made me give a pull at the curb. 
Egad, sir 1 I heard a crash as if the earth 
had snapped from its axle. Myriads of mil- 
lions of stars flashed in my eyes. I heard 
not, saw no more. But when I awoke from 
a sort of dreamy trance, I found a rascally 
surgeon counting my pulse, with a smile on his 
pasty face, as if he liked the job, and a gash in 
my right arm, freely distilling crimson blood. 
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" * How do you feel, my dear sir ?' inquired 
the doctor, in as tame a voice as the coo of 
a pet pigeon. 

^^ I tried to speak ; but the words died 
somewhere in the regions of my throat. 

^^^How do you feel?' again said he. 

^^ ^ That it served me right/ replied I, in a 
hard whisper. ^ And when I'm caught in 
a discreet mood again, may I save you the 
trouble of opening a vein by breaking my 
neck.' " 

^^Tour resolution's been strictly kept/' 
observed his son. 

" To the letter," replied the squire. " To 
the letter, my dear boy," repeated he. 

At this moment the butler entered the 
room, bearing in his arms a large log of wood, 
which he deposited on the now fading and 
dying embers. Then casting a glance round 
to see if he could administer in any way to 
his master's comfort, he bowed a respectfol 
^^ good night," and quitted the apartment. 
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During this short interval, Charles sat 
looking abstractedly at the see-sawing of his 
crossed dexter foot, and appeared as if 
troubled with some communication he wished 
and yet hesitated to make. 

" You'll pardon me," remarked the squire, 
" but you seem annoyed with the endurance 
of the fidgets, Charles." 

" I was thinking, father — " 

"Yes?" said the squire, interrogatively. 
" Not," continued he, " that I admire think- 
ing upon a general principle. It's labour 
without sport." 

" I was thinking, father," repeated Charles, 
slowly and deliberately, " how I — a young 
man — am to get through this world : in 
short, how I am to live?" 

" How very queer ! " exclaimed the squire, 
leaping from a recumbent posture into a 
sitting one. " How very queer ! Such 
thoughts should never enter your head." 

" But having entered there," rejoined 
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Charles, ^^ perhaps you will assist them with 
your council. How am I to live ?" 

" As a gentleman, of course," replied the 
squire, slightly elevating his eyebrows, as if 
surprised with the question. " How watUd 
you live, my dear boy?" 

" But the means ?" inquired Charles. 
^^ Ah ! " exclaimed his father, gurgling a 
fresh glass from the bottle, ^^ that's a different 
question. How not unfrequently puzzles a 
better cultivated brain than mine." 

" And yet it is one which necessity as 
often solves," replied Charles. 

" Then let her take upon herself the trouble 
of solving this," rejoined his father. " For, 
upon my life, I cannot ; unless," continued 
he, '^ you can prevail upon the skin-flint 
members of the hunt to double their subscrip- 
tions, and pay with ten-fold punctuality. 
Those are the only means, Charles, that I 
can devise at this moment for your living 
like a gentleman." 
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" And worse than precarious are they," 
returned Charles. ^^But — " and then he 
hesitated to proceed. 

^^ I'm a willing listener/' said the squire. 
" Pray, my dear boy, go on. You've a desi- 
rable scheme ; perhaps an improvement on 
mine." 

^^ It cannot be called, I hope, a scheme," 
replied Charles. " And yet by some I fear 
that it will be. However — " and then he 
sighed, and sighed deeply. 

" You have often heard me say," rejoined 
the squire, " that I detest, beyond expression, 
anything like mystery. It's worse, and 
creates more impatience than the toothache. 
Pray, my dear boy, be considerate, and never 
indulge again in such an unnecessary stimu- 
lant to one's natural curiosity. Speak, and 
speak plainly." 

" I will, father," replied Charles ; and 
then, after a short pause, he continued. 
" You do not seem to have observed a grow- 
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ing intdmac J of late between me and Blanch 
Sindairr 

*'*' Ghrowing ! ^^ exclaimed the squire* 
^^ Egad^ sir ! I thought years since it must 
haTe reached its height. For some fifteen 
haTe ye known each other, and but few da3rs, 
comparatiTely speakings have been passed 
without a mutual exhibition of a decided — 
to use the mildest term — ^intimacy. But 
what of this?' 

** I yesterday,"" replied Charles, colouring 
deeply, *'*' while walking with her in the park, 
yidded to an uncontrollable impulse/^ 

The squire ro$e very slowly firom his seat^ 
and striding to the fireplace, commenced 
whistling, in a subdued tone^ "^ Sweet lass of 
Richmond hill.^ '^An uncontrollable im* 
pulde!'^ exclaimed he^ at the conclusion of 
a cadence* 

** Yes,*' returneil Charles. ** I asked her 
to become my wife/^ 

** And she ?" 
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" Consented," was the reply. 

" Egad, Charles, but you're a wag ! " said 
the squire, laughing heartily. ^^ To ask me 
how you're to live with Blanch for your wife. 
I should say, at a rough guess, the rent-roll 
of the Woodland estate was little less than 
ten thousand a year." 

" And ours," replied Charles, '* not so 
many pence." 

" Not so many fractions of that coin," 
rejoined the squire. 

" Shall I not, therefore, be considered a 
mercenary fortune-hunter ?^' inquired Charles. 

^^ And what if you are, so long as she 
doesn't think that you are one, and you are 
conscious that you're not?" returned the 
squire. ^^ Look at the affair as it really 
stands, and thank your stars that it possesses 
such unquestionable good legs. You have 
known Blanch from childhood, and it would 
be strange, indeed, if you didn't love her ; 
for everybody does that ever put eyes upon 
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her. Well ! I won't say that it would have 
been equally strange had she not reared a 
corresponding feeling for you. But I unU 
say that I'm not at all astonished at her so 
doing. What you have or what you have 
not, and what she has or what she has not, 
had nothing whatever to do with the cherished 
and reciprocated sentiment. You love and 
are beloved ; unbought and unsold. But it 
is marvellously fortunate that there are ample 
means on one side, otherwise the honeymoon 
might soon be clouded by those very stem 
demands of life, quickly explained in the two 
monosyllables — ^bread and cheese." 

" The supply, however," replied Charles, 
*^ should come from the husband." 

•*' Perhaps it should," rejoined the squire ; 
" but for my part I was never over particular 
from what side or source supplies came, so 
long as they arrived in some shape or other. 
Their not coming in any form was, and is, 
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the only annoyance to me. But to proceed. 
I often thought you might, nay wouidj become 
the husband of pretty Blanch, although I 
never, directly or indirectly, expressed such 
thought or desire. If the event was to come 
off, I, at least, determined to have no hand 
in it. Now that there seems to be no reason 
for my withholding what I have thought and 
what I have wished, let me congratulate you, 
my dear boy, on the turn things have taken, 
and wish from the core of my heart that the 
prospect of your happiness may be backed 
by the reality." 

As the squire concluded his address he took 
the hand of his son between both his, and 
gave it a wring that left a tingle in every 
finger for minutes to come. 

"We have yet to obtain aunt Deborah's 
consent," observed Charles. 

" Leave that to me," replied /the squire. 
" m work the affections of that delightful 
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old woman to such a state of perfection that 
there's nothing she is asked but that she'll 
grant, without a moment's hesitation." 

^^ I have more than once feared for her 
friendship/' rejoined Charles. " Although," 
continued he, ^^ I can give no reason for so 
doing." 

" That I am sure you can't," returned 
the squire. ^^ And as affairs have arrived at 
the head they have, I will tell ye that I know 
she was not a jot less desirous of your marry- 
ing Blanch than I was." 

^^ Indeed !" exclaimed Charles ; and then 
it became his turn to make his father's hand 
feel as if firmly knit between the iron jaws 
of a vice. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

** The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery ear. 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow." 

At the foot of an overhanging willow just 
budding into leaf, whose drooping branches 
ruffled the surface of a clear, murmuring, 
rapid stream, sat Mr Robert Fulton, in a 
seeming dreamy state of blissiulness ; but, 
in truth, as wide awake, both figuratively 
and literally, as ever he was in the whole 
course of his existence. 

The sun had just sunk, and the west was 
painted in the bright glories of his majesty. 
Festoons of the richest purple and burnished 
gold sent their streaking shades to the far 
east, and tinged and tipped turret and tower, 
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wall) tree, and earth in all their brilliant 
radiancy. It was a fine, glowing evening in 
early summer. 

A little removed from the side of their 
master, Soaking Bob's four terriers squatted 
in respectful attitudes of blended ease and 
attention. And although each appeared to 
be drowsy and dozy, as they blinked and 
winked under their shaggy, wiry brows, still 
there was a depicted watchfulness in the 
pricked ears, and between each closing of 
the eyes, which showed that a charge of 
sleeping at their posts would have been an 
unmerited one. 

Mr Fulton might be cogitating, or he 
might be philosophising, or, in short, doing 
anything not requiring great physical exer- 
tion ; for there he sat, in a passive condition, 
looking at the stream, as if taking a peep 
into futurity. 

^^ They don't rise to-night," at length said 
he, with a sigh, ^^ more's the pity. I hoped 
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to have had a dish of fried trout for supper ; 
but not one's on the feed, and so I shan't run the 
risk or trouble of casting a fly. Come, Tartar 
and Trim, lets make our way homewards." 

The secret stood confessed. Mr Fulton 
had been engaged with no abstruse study 
or theory ; but simply in devising the most 
ready means of capturing an unsuspecting, 
mistaken trout. 

As Mr Fulton rose upon his feet with 
no apparent strain of thew or sinew, 
his quick eye caught a glance of a stranger 
at a short distance from him. In an instant 
a remarkable metamorphose took place in 
his demeanour. His back became crooked, 
his knees bent and tottering, and a violent 
cough, which sounded constitutional, added 
particularly to the worn-out, aged, and 
attenuated appearance. Bending his eyes 
to the ground he leaned heavily upon his 
staff, and limped slowly towards the ap- 
proaching stranger. 
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" Well, old man, and what may you be ?" 
said an especially gruff voice. 

" An' may it please your honour," replied 
Bob — for he knew that he was speaking to 
a superior without looking in the face of the 
inquirer — " An' may it please your honour/' 
repeated he, in the very thinnest tone that 
can be conceived, ^^ I'm called poor old Bob 
the ratcatcher, in these parts ; but I'm getting 
a'most too old and weakly for that calling 
now. Thanks be to God, howsomever! the 
summer be coming now, and the rhenmatiz 
leaves me then, sir. Tes, yes, the rhenmatiz 
leaves me then." 

^^ Ah ! " exclaimed the stranger, in a su- 
perlatively unamiable tone, as if be either 
questioned the accuracy of the alleged com- 
plaint, or had not a shaving of sympathy 
for "the ills to which flesh is heir." " Ah ! " 
repeated he, "and so you are troubled with 
the rheumatism." 

" Troubled ! " echoed Bob, in a doleful 
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voice, shaking his head with a truly melan- 
choly, despairing look. " Troubled 1 " re- 
peated he. " An' may it please your honour, 
Tm as great a victim to rheumatiz as — " 

" You are to lying," added the stranger 
bluntly. 

Mr Fulton started as if a sharp-pointed 
nail had been thrust suddenly into an ill- 
prepared part of his person. 

" Lying, " stammered he, for the first time 
venturing to lift his eyes to the face of 
his interrogator. " Lying ! " and while he 
made the repetition he gave a keen, search- 
ing, penetrating look. ^^ An' may it please 
your honour," continued he, apparently gain- 
ing nothing satisfactory by his motion, 
"the old know too well the value of truth 
to gainsay it. I bid you, sir, a good 
evening." 

" Stay, stay," said the stranger, as Mr 
Fulton was moving away. "I want a few 
words with ye." 



THE ENGLISH FIBE8IDE. 49 

" The fewer, sir, the better," replied the 
ratcatcher, with well assumed indignation; 
^^ since, and may it please your honour to 
pardon a poor old man for saying so, that 
I'm disbelieved." 

^^ What were ye loitering on this bank 
for?" gruffly inquired the stranger. 

"Watching the stream pass by," replied 
Bob, meekly; "an', may it please your 
honour, thinking of my latter end." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed the stranger. 
" Ha, ha, ha ! " and a loud, broad, careless 
laugh it was. 

Mr Fulton felt himself exceedingly ill at ease. 

" There was no thought, then, of a fine 

speckled trout for to-night's supper mingled 

with the religious reflections respecting your 

latter end?" inquired the stranger. 

The chap-fallen Mr Fulton shook his 
head; but it was more from a mechanical 
impulse than from any faith in the effect 
it might produce. He felt himself, for the 
first time in his life, found out by some 

VOL. II. D 
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inscrutable agency, and he had not a word 
on his ready tongue to offer in defence. 

"I dare say, now," said the stranger 
in a bantering tone, ^^that you can spin 
a minnow, whip a fly, troll, and angle 
with Q& much science as famed Izaac Walton 
of old!" 

The ratcatcher was silent. 

" Those flies in the lining of your hat," 
continued the stranger, "were manufac- 
tured by no unskilful hand, I'd wager round 
and deeply." 

The contrite Mr Fulton suddenly found 
himself prepared and ready to drop upon 
his bended knees, and supplicate for that 
merciM forgiveness he considersd himself 
so particularly in want of at this unhappy 
moment of his existence. 

" An' may it please your honour," he 
faultered, "I_I_I_" 

" What, Bob ! " thundered a^Yoice. " Soak- 
ing Bob ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 



THE ENGLISH FIRESIDE. 51 

Mr Fulton had the singular sensation of 
being about to sink within some yawning 
chasm, or gaping crack and cranny of the 
ground. A dizzy swimminess passed through 
his brain, and a filmy web seemed to pass 
over his eyes. He even reeled with mingled 
sensations bs he saw-^with some lingering 
distrust as to the accuracy of his vision — 
the now unmistakable, although altered, Ned 
Swiftfoot before him. 

"What, Soaking Bob!" haUooed Ned, 
giving Mr Fulton a thwack with his broad 
hand between the shoulders that might have 
passed for no contemptible imitation of a 
serious assault. " What, Soaking Bob ! art 
daft, man, to be so gulled by — " and Ned 
drew his fingers down the thick dark hair 
growing luxuriantly on his upper lip and 
chin^ 

"It wasn't that altogether," replied Mr 
Fulton, recovering from his surprise. "It 
wasn't that altogether," repeated he, taking 
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Ned's hand, and wringing it warmly. '^ But 
your own mother would not have known 
ye, in my opinion, or she's a more sagacious 
woman than I give her credit to be. * Fore 
God, Ned ! you look a true-bom gentle- 
man." 

" Thanks, thanks," r^oined Ned, " for 
your favourable opinion of my skin and 
plumage; but I little thought such a 
thin outside could deceive so deep and sharp 
an observer as yourself." 

" We all have our weak points," returned 
the ratcatcher, palliatively ; ^'and it can't 
be expected but that I should have mine, 
Ned." 

"True, true. But, tell me," said Ned, 
" how is my mother, and — and — " he would 
have added Mary ; but remembering that 
Mr Fulton was no party to that aflfair of 
secrecy, he corrected himself, and said no 
more. 

.<' Kit," replied Mr Fulton, familiarly, " is 
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well^ remarkably well^ and has not been 
put much out of her way by your long 
abaence or silence* Tother one^^ continued 
be, witb empbaaia, for be entertained a strong 
inclination to ^ve Ned a rub for tbe one 
be bad juat beatowed upon bim; ^^t'otber 
one/' be repeated, ^^ia wbat we may call 
queer." 

Hia companion atarted. 

^^ I may aay very queer/' added Mr Fulton. 

''la abe ill?" aaked Ned. 

'' If not ill exactly/' replied Bob, '' ter- 
ribly out of aorta." 

'' Explain wbat you mean/' rejoined Ned, 
quickly. 

Soaking Bob pointed aignificantly to bia 
forebead, and gave a very knowing wink. 

<< Not — ^not mad I " exclaimed Ned. 

''I abould aay not quite/' returned Mr 
Fulton. ''But/' continued be, aa cool aa a 
pipkin of freab-pumped spring water, " there's 
a tile off, and no miatake. A flaw in the 
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thatch, through which a considerable quantity 
of her common sense escapes." 

" My God I " ejaculated Ned, in a passionate 
tone. " And this through me ! " 

" Of that you must of course be the 
best judge," said his friend. " However, 
such is the state of the case." 

"I'll fly to her instantly," replied Nedj 
turning hastily upon his heel. 

" Poor hot-brained boy ! " rejoined old 
Soaker, commiseratingly, catching his com- 
panion by the wrist. "Poor hot-brained 
boy ! You never inquired where you were 
to find her." 

" At home, I suppose," returned Ned, 
dragging Mr Fulton with him like a strong 
dog may be seen to treat a weak cur to 
whom he is coupled. 

"But you wouldn't go there — ^not to 
Tom Brainshaw's ?" said Bob, endeavouring 
to restrain his companion. 

"Anywhere," replied Ned. 
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" Think of what must happen," rejoined 
Mr Fulton, imploringly. "Just as you've 
returned, too. See your mother and Carew 
first, at least, and hear what they've to say 
to ye." 

" That might be as well, certainly," re- 
turned Ned, stopping suddenly. 

" Much better," added Bob quickly, find- 
ing that his suggestion had produced a 
desirable effect. " They can, perhaps, assist 
you in the strait," continued he; "for I 
know scarcely a day has gone, since you 
left, without Mary's seeing one or both." 

"Come, then," rejoined Ned, whose reso- 
lutions were quickly altered, "we'll go to- 
gether. I intended to have had a little 
fim with the teller of fortunes and caster 
of nativities," added he ; " but the humour's 
past. Poor Mary ! " 

" It was strange that you should stumble 
on me in your way home," observed old 
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Soaker, striding with little less agility by 
the side of his companion. 

" Ay," replied Ned, musingly. " There 
are many stranger things happen to the 
humblest and least cared for than either 
you or I wot of." 



THE EN0L18H FIRESIDE. 57 



CHAPTER V. 

** Diftguite, I tee, thou art a wiokednMt, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much* 
How eaty U it for the proper frlte 
In woman*! waien.hearte to let their forms t 
Alat I our frailty it the caute, not we ; 
For, luch ae we are made of, such we be.** 

^^ Flat I " exclaimed aunt Deborah, as she 
eat in the parlour of the vicarage, by 
the side of Mr Wells, watching her niece 
and Grace promenading in close conference 
on the lawn. ^^ Flat I '' repeated aunt De* 
borah, ^^our spirits were at the lowest ebb 
the whole time you were away, my dear sir. 
Nothing, and no one, not even that merry 
soul the squire, could raise them, at least 
speaking for myself. Blanch, it is true, 
found some, perhaps mt^oA, consolation," 

n a 
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continued she, nodding her head comically, 
and smiling as if all the sunshine in her 
heart had suddenly burst through a very 
thick cloud, "in the society of Charles. 
But then young people manage these things 
better than we can. Old folk think of old 
friends and old affections, and when absent 
or interrupted, nothing conunensurates for 
the loss. For my own part, I can cry 
with the greatest ease at seeing an empty 
chair. In my opinion, indeed, an empty 
chair is as sorrowfuMooking as a coffin." 

"If once filled by one we loved," re* 
plied the vicar. "But the expression of 
your regard and kind feeling quite over- 
powers me. I know not how to reply." 

" Then let your silence plead where your 
speech might fail," rejoined aunt Deborah, 
good humouredly. " It is quite surprising 
to me the Aumber of persons who would 
succeed in this world," she continued, " with 
still and quiet tongues, had they only the 
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good sense to keep tbem so; not that I 
could by any possibility follow my own 
preaching, and I have heard, my dear 
Mr Wells, that the divine is singularly 
good who does.'' 

The vicar rubbed his hands, and seemed 
to e^joy aunt Deborah's satire amazingly. 

^'And with great truth, no doubt," 
added he. ^^ Precepts are far easier de- 
livered than followed." 

At thie time a neatly-dressed servant 
girl entered the room and said that ^^Miss 
Ellen had just woke, and inquired for her 
father." 

^'Then let us go to the dear child 
instantly," replied aunt Deborah, rising and 
taking the vicar's proffered arm. ^^Her 
slumber has not been of long duration." 

^^ No," added he with a sigh ; ^* she 
seldom sleeps now, and when she does, 
pain soon breaks the moments of repose." 

^* Still let us hope for improvement," 
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returned aunt Deborah. " We should nevet 
despair." 

^' I must hope," added the vicar in a 
whisper, as they neared the bed room of 
the invalid. " Yes, yes, I must, I will 
do that," and yet the expression of his 
features belied the assertion. 

Noiselessly he turned the handle of the 
door, and there upon a couch in her wonted 
position, commanding a view of the cheerfol 
scene without, laid his beautiful child, — 
beautiful, although in each lineament of 
her features the finger of death had traced 
his indelible impression. 

Fair, and good, and young, and yet doomed 
to die I 

In the mean time Blanch and Grace were 
strolling on the lawn, talking and dis* 
cussing those subjects so near, dear, and 
precious to the female heart — ^their mutual, 
unalloyed, and requited affection. 

'^ The romantic and yet fearful cause of 
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your introduction to Captain Hartley/' 
observed Blanch, ^^is a circumstance that 
will never be effaced from my memory. 
How I wish to see the hero of such an ad* 
venture I " continued she. 

'^And I am not a little surprised that 
you haven't had an opportunity of so 
doing/' replied Grace. ^^He promised to 
be here yesterday, and yet neither has 
he come nor sent a reason for his pro- 
longed absence." 

^^ I dare say his apology will prove to 
be satisfactory," rejoined Blanch, ^^ and that 
your impatience will not be tortured much 
longer by delay." 

^^ Since the time expected for his arrival," 
returned Grace, ^^the hours have seemed 
weeks to me." 

^^ A common complaint, I believe," added 
Blanch, ^^ in such disappointments. But tell 
me," she continued, ^^ is he so very — so 
incomparably handsome as I am led to 
expect?" 
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^^ Indeed ! " replied Grace, enthusiastically, 
while a crimson flush mounted to her cheek, 
^^ I never saw one so before : and I am 
assured that you, Blanch, will agree with 
my opinion when you've seen him." 

^^I am not quite so certain of that," 
rejoined Blanch, laughing. 

"Forgive me, dear," returned Grace, 
clasping her companion round the waist. 
" I should have remembered — " 

" Hush, hush ! " interrupted Blanch, re- 
turning her friend's embrace. "I'll not 
listen to a word of what you were going 
to say. And although I might hope to 
find a rival in personal attractions to this 
fortunate wearer of the sword and plume, 
yet I confess that I entertain little ex* 
pectation of so doing." 

" I may have overrated my beau ideal^^^ 
said Grace. 

"But poor Ellen, who is no enthusiast 
in such matters," replied Blanch, "entirely 
agrees in your description." 
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address saw aunt Deborah's blithesome face 
emerging. 

^' Is not the day long enough/' continued 

.she, ^'that ye must walk at sun-set in the 

rising mist, for the express purpose, I suppose, 

of catching coughs and colds? Come in, I 

say, come in." 

"Directly, aunt," replied Blanch; "but we 
must beg your patience for a few minutes 
longer." 

" Not one, you rebel, not one," rejoined 
aunt Deborah. " The evening chill and damp 
are increasing momentarily." 

" Then we will obey you, madam," rejoined 
Grace, curtseying in feigned submission to 
authority. 

Aunt Deborah shook her hand in a correct- 
ing manner, after the manner and fashion 
of grandams and goodies of old; but finding 
herself at a loss for a reply, she closed the 
casement suddenly .for effect, which, for the 
nonce, answered the purpose extremely well. 
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Within two casts of a stone with a strong 
arm from the vicarage, what a different scene 
was taking place. Such is the mingled, 
chequered thread of mortality : joy jostles 
misery: strong, lusty health is tainted with 
the stenching breath of corrupting disease; 
death is separated by a thin, yielding plank 
from the heart just fluttering into life : o'er- 
loaded wealth is elbowed by gaunt, wretched, 
and hopeless porerty; and all things find 
with readiness their opposites. 

Bur-r-r — ^that was the drowsy beetle hum- 
ming through the air roused by the coming 
night to drum his wing from dew-dropped bud 
and blossom. The nimble bat, too, wheels 
and whirls his rapid flight to snap the care- 
less insects dancing in the thickening shades. 
Hoarse, croaking toads crawl from their earthy 
homes, and the cricket chirps merrily from 
the moss. On the tall, thick hawthorn bush 
the nightingale throws her soft, varying voice 
upon the breeze, and tells her oft-told tale 
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of woe in music, but in sorrow. There the 
old " scritch-owl" flaps from her iyy home 
in the ivied hollow tree, rendering night 
hideous by her thrilling scream, and warning 
many a panting, trembling mouse to seek 
the security of his retreat. 

On a high mound of earth, forming a pre- 
cipitate descent to the stream, not far from 
the spot where Mr Fulton had met with his 
recent and unprecedented discomfiture, sat 
Mary Brainshaw. And when was there ever 
a greater change in one so comely. A few 
months since, nay, even a few weeks, where 
was there one fairer and wearing a happier 
face, and sending forth a merrier laugh, than 
pretty Mary? And now — God help herl — 
there she sat rocking to and fro with her 
pale, wan features upturned, watching the 
fleecy clouds skim between the earth and sky, 
yeiling, but not preventing the rays of the 
dear moon and winking stars flashing and 
dancing in the bosom of the ruffled waters. 
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Tes, there she sat, with tearfiil eyes, forlorn, 
alone — as she thought — ^forsaken, and de* 
stroyed. 

^^ A few days, and what compose the days 
but hours," she muttered, with her ashy, 
colourless lips, ^^ and I shall be a mother. 
Father of mercy, haye compassion upon a 
poor, friendless girl ! " she exclaimed, in the 
bitterness of her wretchedness, and pressing 
her hands upon her throbbing temples. 
^^ What — what shall I do ! Not a hope now 
of his return to save me. Oh, Edward!'' 
she cried, bursting into a passionate tone of 
grief, ^^if you knew how much I suffer, I'm 
sure you would never serve me so. Shame 
awaits me, and," continued she, springing to 
her feet, and looking as if her strained and 
starting eyes were ready to leap from their 
sockets, ^^I must avert it. I must avert 
it," she repeated, drawing her hands from 
her heated brow, and gazing at the water 
rippling at her feet. 
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How calm — how seductively calm and 
peaceful that water looked. The breeze, 
indeed, fanned and rippled its surface, and 
many a tall, rearing rush, caused it to 
murmur as it swept along : still there was a 
whispering — something that lulled the aching 
sense of the sufferer, and lured it to court the 
repose so easily to be won. 

Temptation ! Ay, let those, forsooth, 
mouth their strength of withstanding her 
powers who never were within the rapids 
leading to her abyss. But those who have 
been, and who have stemmed the torrenti 
let them remember well their struggles ere 
they condemn the weaker and the fallen. 

A young, weak, heart-broken girl, wretched 
beyond endurance, distracted, and tempted ! 

She knelt to pray ; but no, there was not 
a prayer that she could remember. A dew- 
drop glistening on a daisy caught her wander- 
ing, glassy eye. She snatched the flower 
from its stem, and with a wild, unmeaning 
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scream, and throwing her arms wildly out, 
plunged with — it sounded like a laugh but 
the echo mocked it if it was — a ringing 
shout, deep, deep into the stream, and whirled 
and tossed in the rapid current as she sunk 
deep, deep, and deeper still. 

Grod, what a struggle it is to die I Even 
she, as she rose to the surface, clutched at 
the sedge and weed, and, as they yielded to 
her grasp, clutched again and again ere she 
sunk. Now there was hope. Yes, some* 
thing — she* knew not what — held her above 
the hissing, roaring depths. But it yielded, 
slowly breaking from its hold, and then down, 
down she went, curling and foaming the 
water, as if in anger at the trial to rob it 
of its victim. Once more and all was over. 
A few air bubbles rose to break and burst, 
and then a spirit had fled to where ^^the 
wretched are at peace and the weary are at 
rest." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" Pray you tread softly, that the blind mole may not 
Heax a footfall." 

^^ Make no noise," said Ned, as Mr Fulton 
und himself approached within a few yards 
of Kit Macrone's cottage, ^'and we'll see 
how the old woman's occupied/' 

" Not in reading her bible, I'll be sworn," 
replied the ratcatcher. 

^' She must be strangely altered if she 
was," rejoined Ned, advancing cautiously to 
the cottage window, emitting a bright light 
from between the partly-drawn curtains. 

*^ Hist ! " whispered Mr Fulton, " she 
mentioned your name." 

" 'Tis ever thus," said a voice, which Ned 
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recognized to be liis mother's. ^^ The black 
spade is always cast at the ninth deal/' 

^^ Faugh ! " exclaimed somebody in reply. 
^^ You're conjuring misfortunes out of the 
veriest trifles." 

^^ Kit's telling his majesty's fortune/' ob* 
served Soaking Bob softly, with a titter 
hearing the well-known tones of Bamfield 
Carew. 

" I think not," returned Ned. " Listen ! " 

^^ But what of the black spade," said the 
king of the gipsies, ^^ if he does turn up 
when least wanted?" 

"Ah!" ejaculated the mystic dealer in 
foturity. " Would that I could tell I " 

" And why not, if you pretend to be 
able?" asked her regal companion. 

" That card," resumed Kit Macrone, *' is 
one of mystery which none can solve. All 
we know is, that it is the messenger of evil 
tidings." 

" Then let it for once prove to be an 
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untrue one,'' hallooed Ned, throwing the 
door quickly back. ^' For I'm sure that you'll 
be glad to see me in health and in safety." 

With a fond mother's joy Ned was, quick 
as the meteor thought, snatched to his 
parent's bosom, and there held in ardent 
delight, though silent with surprise. 

" What, my own brave boy ! " she uttered 
at length, pushing him slightly from her, 
and surveying him proudly from heel to 
head. " What, my own brave lad back to 
his home again ! " and then she took him 
to her arms again, and kissed him as when 
a little child. 

"Now, mother," returned Ned, laughing 
and gently disengaging himself from her 
embrace; "I think that will do exceedingly 
well for the present." 

" And," said his majesty, " that the op- 
portunity is afforded me, let me welcome 
you," he continued, offering his hand, and 
exchanging a hearty grasp with Ned. 



THE ENGLISH FIRESIDE. 73 

^^ I should not have known him but for 
his voice," remarked Kit Macrone, exult- 
ingly- 

" No wonder, then, that I shouldn't," re- 
plied Mr Fulton, selecting the easiest chair 
in the room, and occupying it without the 
form of an invitation. ^^ He dropped upon 
me quite unawares," continued he— -^^ quite 
so, and puzzled me amazingly." 

" Yes," replied Ned, mimicking old 
Soaker's assumed age and ailments. ^^ An' 
may it please your honour — ^ha, ha, ha ! " 

^^ What is the joke ?" inquired his majesty. 

Ned then recounted the particulars, at 
length, of the meeting with Mr Fulton, at 
which the king and Kit Macrone laughed 
long and loudly. 

^^ I should have thought you at the cottage 
door, dear Ned," said his mother, with glis- 
tening eyes, " a stranger, had it not been 
for your voice/' 

VOL, II, E 
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^^Am I then so greatly changed?'' in- 
quired he. 

At this moment a howling and scratching 
was heard at the outer door. 

/^ Not so much so but your good hounds 
know ye," replied old Soaker, leaning back 
in his chair, and lifting the. latch for their 
admission. 

In an instant the couple of noble animals 
sprung forwards, and, despite of their master's 
garb and disguise, were ready to devour him 
in the plenitude of their joy. 

^^ What, Singwood, man ! " said he, as the 
dog stood resting his paws upon his shoulders, 
licking his cheek with fondness. ^^What, 
Ringwood, man ! " repeated he ; ^^ there 
seems to be no doubt with you as to who I am.'* 

" No," returned Soaking Bob. " It would 
take something more than a g^tleman's dress 
and an unshorn lip to deceive them. I shall 
never rise quite so high in my own opinion 
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agidn,'* continaed he, in a tone of discom* 
fiture. " I always believed myself to be a 
christian of sense — as some folk would call 
me, a deep old file — but, after all, I'm a mere 
circumstance, a sort of half-bred nincom- 
poop." 

^^ Sit ye down, my dear lad," said Kit 
Macrone, drawing a seat for her son by the 
side <^ her own, ^^ and after youVe partaken 
of my poor fare— for poor has it been since 
your departure — ^we must have the history of 
all that's taken place, where you have been, 
and the hundred strange things you have to 
tdl," 

^^ A few I may have meriting the title of 
strange," replied he ; " but I require no 
refreshment now. I eat and drank well 
scarcely two hours since." 

'^ But a stoop or two of good brown ale 
would do ye good," rejoined Mr Fulton, " at 
least a draught of the same would- 77»«," 
continued he ; ^^ and therefore, Mrs Macrone, 
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ril venture to direct your immediate atten- 
tion to drawing a tankard from your very 
best cask," 

" You see there is no difference in BoVs 
sentiments/' remarked his majesty. 

" And never will be," replied Ned, briefly. 

" I hope not," rejoined Mr Fulton. " In 
fwjt, I may say, my hopes are immeasurable 
on that subject." 

" Self, self, self ! " ejaculated Ned. 

" Ay," returned Mr Fulton, anything but 
desirous of denying the soft impeachment, 
^' from the beginning to the end, I hope ; and 
if your sentiments on that subject are not 
materially changed, your late rambles in the 
busy world have been most unprofitably 
spent." 

" Few are idle in gleaning wholesome les- 
sons on that head," added the king of the 
gipsies, " with the opportunities of learning," 
continued he, " that Ned has lately had." 

^* How glibly your wise tongues run and 
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chatter ! " observed Kit Macrone, appearing 
from some obscure cellaring with a foaming 
can of ale in her hand. " How wisely your 
wise tongues run and chatter ! " repeated 
she, offering his majesty the first draught 
from the fi*othing vessel. 

" No, I thank ye," replied Carew, waving 
his hand in the direction that Mr Fulton 
was sitting. " Give it to him^ who will 
appreciate the rifling of its first and freshest 
charms." 

" Ha ! " exclaimed Soaking Bob, giving 
a soft tender puff as a preliminary to press 
his lips to the nut-brown beer. " I was 
never a butterfly in my taste. Give me good 
honest malt and hops, and I won't grumble 
for better liquor. Although," he continued, 
after giving a very fair specimen of retaining 
his breath while pouring a liquid body of 
comprehensive dimensions into his abdominal 
regions, " I'm fond of greater strength in 
smaller quantities." 
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<« Drams ?" briefly inquired hin majesty. 

^^ Yes," replied Mr Fulton, not quite deci- 
dedly. ^^ Or — or in beakers, if the moistener 
be quite pure and unadulterated." 

^^And now, my bonnie lad," said Kit 
Macrone, smiling and dasping Ned's hand 
as he sat beside her, ^^ let us hear of your 
gaddings and doings. Tou must have much 
to say." 

^^ You may be disappointed," replied Ned. 
^' However, to recount all that I think worth 
your while in listening to." 

Shortly, then, he related his adventures 
since his absence from the vicinity of his 
lawless ones in the neighbourhood of Wood- 
land Rookery. And although all that he 
said was new and interesting to his audience, 
nothing excited their wonder and surprise 
to the highest pitch until he mentioned the 
circumstance of his introduction to the vicar 
and his family. This, indeed, made each 
stare silently in the other's face, as if re* 
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quiring confirmadon of the truth of their 

^^ Do I hear rightly ?" at length exclaimed 
Kit Macrone. 

^^ Yes, mother/' replied Ned. ** It may 
sonnd unreal ; but 'tis as true as many tyther 
real things appear strangely untruel" 

^^ Ay," rgoined the king of the gipsies, 
deeply interested in what he had just been 
listening to with suspended breath ; ^^ there 
was no yamish in that tale." 

" If there was," returned Mr Fulton, " it 
was laid on with a nice delicate brush, and 
pne which I never yet gave Ned the credit 
for handling* No, no, no," continued he, 
shaking his head, ^^Ned was never gifted 
with a tongue to babble, and couldn't be 
taught. My lessons, in that respect, have 
been sadly thrown away." 

"Now you know the past," said Ned, 
addressing Bamfield Garew, "how do you 
advise me to act?" 
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^^ Get shaved," replied Mr Fulton ; ^^ and 
while putting by your holiday suit," con- 
tinued he, ^^ stow away at the same time all 
thoughts of Miss Grace and Mary, and 
resolve for the future to be prudent, and 
do business after my fashion — profitably and 
securely." 

^^In good faith," said his majesty^ '4t 
is the answer I should have given ye. No 
harm can come of what has occurred hitherto ; 
but a step further, and I presage great, very 
great danger." 

" Poor Mary I " sighed Kit Macrone. 

Ned started at this sound, and regarded 
his mother with a penetrating look. 

''I hear that she is unwell, mother," 
said he. 

"In truth she is," she replied. "But 
more of this when we're alone. I have much 
to say to ye." 

" It is then as I feared ! " ejaculated Ned. 

His mother returned no answer. 
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• "Listen to me," remarked the king of 
the gipsies, leaning forwards and speaking 
in a slow, measured voice. "I know the 
particulars of your present situation and 
hers." 

Ned glanced sideways at his mother, when 
she gave a slight, scarcely perceptible shake 
of the head. 

" And," continued his majesty, " without 
giving the why or the wherefore, my advice 
to you is, never to renew your ill-judged 
acquaintanceship with Tom Brainshaw's 
daughter, nor seek — " and then he laughed 
loudly — " to refresh your vows or protes- 
tations with pretty Grace Wells." 

" Not content with the head-keeper's 
doubled-caused vengeance," observed Mr 
Fulton, with a chuckle, "he must try to 
bring down upon him the district magis- 
trate's. Oh, Ned ! what a wOd lad thee 
be!" 

" I'll think well of what you say," replied 

£ 2 
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Ned. ^^But that which is sometimes com« 
menced in sport is found difficult to end in 
the like humour." 

^^ True enough/' rejoined his majesty. 
^^ But, however reluctantly you may feel to 
restrain your bent in this respect, still be 
guided by the counsel of one who advises 
as if for himself." 

Ned returned no answer to this, but bit his 
lips impatiently, and looked chafed imd ill 
at ease. 

^^ The night wanes apace," remarked Mr 
Fulton, rising from his chair. ^^ By your 
leave, I'll take my departure." 

^^ Our roads, I believe, are different ?" said 
his majesty. 

" Tes," replied Mr Fulton, " and there- 
fore we cannot be companions. Good night." 

Soon after his leaving, the king of the 
wandering tribes quitted Eat Macrone's cot- 
tage, accompanied by Ned, and they did not 
separate, after a somewhat long and silent 
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walk, until the precincts of the gipsy camp 
were neared. 

^^ Remember what I have said to ye/^ 
remarked his majesty, wringing Ned's hand, 
^^and let me not have occasion to think ye 
lost to all self-control. Ton have had hair- 
breadth escapes enough to warn the most 
fool-hardy. Tempt them no more/' 

Ned gave some reply, which was inaudible, 
and, turning upon his hed, strode quickly- 
from the spot. 

^' I shouldn't feel surprised," observed 
Bamfield Carew to himself, ^^if he went 
straight to Tom Brainshaw's cottage." 

And his speculation proved to be not 
without a reasonable foundation. For, as 
direct as the road could be taken o'er fence 
and ditch, Ned took the one leading to his 
old enemy, the keeper's house. 

Upon arriving at the edge of the stream 
he had so often leaped in his way to and 
from the cottage and his home, he found it 
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swollen from the recent rains, and too wide 
to be cleared by his accustomed spring. 

" I must go to the ford," said he, " for 
without a pole I should get in and lose more 
time than in going there.'' 
' Upon arriving at the ford, and proceeding 
to cross it hj the rough stepping-stones placed 
in the bed of the water, he found that many 
of them were covelred, and that few presented 
themselves for a foothold. Measuring his 
distance with care, however, he managed to 
reach the centre, and was about striding on 
a stone at some distance from him, when 
his foot slipped and he fell heavily into the 
river. 

Scrambling rather than rising from his 
unpleasant position, he sought to gain the 
shore as quickly as possible, but found his 
feet entangled in that which felt like a heap 
of sunk weeds or rushes. He pulled and 
endeavoured to extricate his feet, but some* 
thing was so twisted round his ankles that 
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resisted all his efforts. He stretched a hand 
down to feel for the impediment, when — 
heaven, what a thrill of horror vibrated 
through every nerve ! — a hand was clasped 
in his. He snatched — he knew not what^— 
but in a moment a body was in his arms. 
Long, wet, dishevelled hair was streaming 
over the features, resting, as he lifted the 
corpse from the water, on his bosom. 

It might be — God only knows what it was ! 
— ^but he fdi that that cold, clammy, lifeless 
being was one that he had pressed in young, 
warm life to his heart, and sworn to requite 
her affection with the earnestness of his pro* 
fessions. Like a drunken sot he staggered 
beneath his load, and yet it was a light one. 

Carefiilly he laid the body upon the banki 
and, as the moon shone out brightly from 
between a mass of thick dark clouds, he drew 
the hair froni the hidden countenance. 

He did not shriek : not a sound escaped 
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bis lips. The current of his blood was 
stopped, and he stood frozen with terror. 

As if sense had not quitted them in death, 
those eyes, i^ tenderly imploring in their 
glance that the most obdurate must have 
yielded to their appeal, now met his, as in 
life, sorrowfidly biit not reproachfully. No, 
as her spirit was unshackled from the rack 
of mortal cares, her last thought was of him 
and of forgiveness of her wrongs. 

^^ Curse me ; but look not so ! '' he hissed 
between his clenched teeth. ^^ Oh, look not 
so I " he repeated, burying his face between 
his hands. ^^ I shall go mad I " and then, 
but not till then, a wild scream burst from 
him, which echoed far, far away, and made 
nlany an ear strain to learn the cause. 

Children woke fit)m their early sleep, and 
whimpered at the cause of their disturbance ; 
the aged muttered a ^^ God save us ! " while 
the strong of heart hurried from their roofs 
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and stood on their thresholds, listening with 
quickened pnlae and throbbing breasts. 

^^ Fm a murderer ! " exclaimed the wretched 
man, falling, in his agony, by the side of 
the corpse. 

^^ Art thou ?" said a gruff voice, whik 
stiU rougher hands seized the scarcely animate 
Ned round the neck in a grasp like the 
firm hold of a screwed vice- " Art thou ?" 

The sound was like a death knell. The 
voice grated familiarly on the ear of the 
scarcely conscious prisoner, and, as he turned 
his eyes upwards, they met those of Tom 
Brainshaw. 

^^ Belease me !" cried he, freeing himself 
in a moment from the dutch. ^^I will ga 
with ye anywhere ; but do not touch me. 
See,'' he continued, pointing downwards, 
^'that is my work." 

<^ 'Tis my poor Mary I " exclaimed the 
keeper, peering into the wan features of his 
daughter, and bursting into a passionate ebul- 
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Ution of grief. "My God 1 my God!" 
continued he, "who did this?" 

" I/' replied Ned, in a husky and parched 
voice. 

"You — yott/" rejoined the father, with 
the fury of a goaded tiger. 

" Yes," returned the self-accused. " It 



was me." 



But he said no more. For ere he could 
avoid the blow a quarter staff, raised by a 
stalwart arm, crashed across his forehead, 
and he laid upon the green sward without 
sense or motion. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

** And when they talk of him they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer*s wrbt ; 
Whilst he, that bears, makes fearful action. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes/* 

From north to south, from east to west, 
the intelligence spread like wildfire of ^ed's 
capture, and the revolting deed imputed to 
his charge. Numerous were now the reali- 
zation of thoughts profound, and conjured 
in those days far removed from remembrance. 
One said ^'what would be his end wheo 
scarcely breeched." Another declared, ^^That 
he was as certain, years back, he would be 
hanged, as if he was already dangling 'mid air 
from a gibbet — a sight he'd go many a weary 
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mile to see." A third ^^ knew that as well 
as his neighbours, and had said so all along ;" 
and every one seemed to be aware now of 
what would happen, as if he had been in 
the close and implicit confidence of Destinj 
herself. 

Even aunt Deborah was impressed with 
the soundness of her judgment in prognosti- 
cating the end of the notorious outlaw's 
career. And although she was sorrowfiil, 
very sorrowful for the sad fate of poor 
Mary, still she was in some degree consoled 
by the reflection that the perpetrator <tf so 
many misdeeds would at length meet with 
the measure of his desarts. 

^^ The dear, pretty, gentle child," said 
aunt Deborah, stopping two tears about to 
drop from her o'ercharged eyes, while the 
tea — strange to say — on the breakfaist table^ 
was permitted to get cold. ^^ The dear, 
pretty, gentle child," repeated aunt Deborah, 
with a sob, ^^I'm sure none but such a 
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yillam ioonld have murdered. And then^" 
^e continued, raising her hands and eyes 
and shaking her head, ^^to think of poor 
Mr BraiBshaw ! What mnst hia feelings 
be?" 

'^ Sad, sad, indeed," replied Blanch, with 
fretted eydids and ashy <dieek, ^ if one tithe 
be true what we have heard this morning." 

^^One tithe!" exclaimed aunt Deborah^ 
surprised and almost raffled in her equanimity 
of temper by the surmise. ^^ I'll be bound, 
child, that there's not a syllable of untruth 
stated in the whole dreadAil affidr. How- 
ever," continued she, ^^that we shall learn 
by an' by ; for Charies and his father called 
here on their way to the vicarage, where 
the bench of magistrates will sit at eleven 
o'clock, and upon their return we shall have 
the particulars of all concerning it." 

" Till then," returned Blanch, " I will be 
lenient enough to hope that there may be 
some extenuating circumstance in favour of 
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the yet unheard culprit. Although/' she 
continued, with a shudder, '^ there seems to 
be little hope of any." 

"For my part, I can see none," added 
aunt Deborah. " Do we not hear — " 

" Not always the truth," interrupted her 
niece. '^I have seen this man and spoken 
to him, and, although daring and reckless, 
I cannot even now believe him to be the 
cold-blooded monster represented." 

" Well, well ! " exclaimed aunt Deborah. 
"We shall see how much longer you will 
persist in this belief." 

" You know, aunt," replied Blanch, " that 
we have, as yet, but the vague representations 
of the frightened servants, each differing from 
his fellow." 

" They all agree, however, in the result," 
rejoined her aunt, " that poor Mary Brain- 
shaw has been barbarously murdered." 

^^ But how or by whom is not yet ascer- 
tained," returned Blanch. 
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" The wretch confessed," said aunt 
Deborah. " Can any evidence be much 
stronger?" 

" Not if true that he did so," replied her 
niece. " We have yet to learn that he made 
the confession." 

"Richard, the under-keeper, told Thomas 
that the unhappy father — who has never 
left the presence of his prisoner — so informed 
Aim," rejoined aunt Deborah. "Indeed," 
continued she, " Richard was directed by 
Mr Brainshaw to tell me so himself; but 
having heard of the horrifying circumstance 
some two hours before, I was too affected to 
see him." 

"Did Richard say that he was caught 
in the act of murdering the poor girl ?" 
inquired Blanch. 

" To be sure he did," replied aunt De- 
borah, " by her own father, poor soul ! " 

"'Tis beyond my credence," rejoined her 
niece. "But see," she continued, "here 
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comes Charles galloping furiously up the 
drive." 

^' Ha ! " exclaimed aunt Deborah, clasp- 
ing her hands. ^^ Now we shall be told the 
truth. But/' added she, ^^ to what a dreadful 
pace he is urging his horse ! I must lecture 
him upon riding so fast over the loose 
gravel." 

Scarcely was the sentence concluded when 
Charles Merton hurried, pale and breathless, 
into the room. The expression upon his 
features was beyond the power of description, 
and there he stood, gazing from one to the 
other, as if his tongue was bound with the 
portentous news of which he was the bearer. 

^^ Speak ! " exclaimed aunt Deborah, seizing 
his hands and shaking him. ^^ Speak! I 
pray ye, Charles." 

^^ Say what has happened ! " added Blanch, 
no less moved. 

^^ Go at once to the vicarage," gasped 
he. " You're much wanted there." 
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^'Compose jQurself, Charles/' said aunt 
Deborah, entreatrngly, ^^ and let us know, at 
least, the worst before we go/' 

" Pray do, I implore you," added Blanch. 

^' I will endeavour so to do,'' replied he ; 
^^but my agitation is almost insupportable. 
To be brief, then,'' he continued. ^^Upon 
arriving at the vicarage we found the other 
magbtrates had already assembled there, 
and were waiting for my father. I need 
scarcely say that all were greatly affected at 
tl» dreadful tragedy so conclusively affirmed 
to have been perpetrated, and that no one 
was more de&pLj so than the worthy vicar. 
The prisoner had not as yet been conducted 
from the cage in which he had been confined 
for the night ; but the noise of the crowd 
outside announced his near approach. As 
the sounds became more and more audiUe 
I noticed that the excitement of Mr Wells 
increased, as, indeed, it did with all present. 
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^^ In a few seconds the prisoner was an- 
nounced to be in the passage, when the 
order was given for his admittance into 
the apartment. Upon this a fine, well- 
dressed, gentlemanly looking person, with a 
military air and bearing, entered the room^ 
closely guarded by two constables and poor 
Tom Brainshaw. 

" * Captain Hartley I ' exclaimed the vicar, 
rising from his chair, and approaching the 
stranger with extended hand, at the same 
time looking quickly round, expecting to see 
the accused. 

" * I am the prisoner, Mr Wells,' said the 
stranger. 

" Not one present but gave an involuntary 
start at the declaration. 

" * You !' ejaculated the vicar, drawing his 
hands hurriedly across his forehead. ^ You 
the prisoner ! ' 

" * Yes, sir,' replied he, quietly and in a 
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respectfnl manner. ^Ciease Tonrirondennent; 
Captain Hartley and ^ed Swiftfoot are one 
and the same person.'*^ 

'^ Great heayen preserve us!" exclaimed 
aunt Deborah. ^ Great heaven preserve 
us ! ** repeated she, shaking her powdered 
curls. ^^It cannot he true what I hear* 
Fm dreaming — it must be a dream ! *' 

^^I wish it was not one of stem and 
cruel reality,** replied Charles. 

^^Do not digress," said Blanch, nearly 
choked with emotion. "What followed?" 

" Mr Wells stood gaaing at the speaker," 
continued Charles, "as if bereft of every 
sense. He turned from one to the other, 
and then mechanically re-occupied his chair 
without uttering a word. 

"* Pardon me, sir,' observed the prisoner, 
^for the imposition that I have practised, 
and extend your kindness in pleading for- 
giveness for me from your injured-—! 

VOL. II. F 
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might add/ said he, passionately, ^outraged 
daughter.' " 

^^ Outraged, indeed ! " exclaimed aunt 
Deborah, applying her handkerchief to her 
eyes. 

'^ Let us hear the remainder quickly," 
said Blanch, checking her impatience with 
difficulty. 

^^ A silence ensued," continued the nar- 
rator, ^^and each one present seemed either 
unable to break it from amazement or 
unwillingness. At length the vicar turned 
to my father and observed, in a singularly 
collected voice, ^I wish you, Mr Merton, 
to commence the examination ; I am not 
sufficiently composed to perform the duty.' 

" * Certainly,' replied my father, keeping 
his eyes fixed on the prisoner, as if to 
penetrate some mystery which perplexed 

him. 

^^ At this moment I saw the vicar shake 
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as with an ague fit. I hastened towards 
him, and as he was falling heavily from 
his chair I caught him in my arms." 

^^ Poor old man ! " sobbed Blanch. ^^ His 
heart was broken.'' 

^^No, no," added aunt Deborah. ^^Let 
me not hear that." 

^^ Hurrying from the room/' resumed 
Charles, ^'I carried him to the breakfast- 
parlour, where, from a state of seeming 
unconsciousness, violent delirium ensued. 
Both Grace and Ellen were present, and 
then that which followed baffles description." 

^^Did they learn at once the cause?" 
inquired Blanch. 

^^Yes," replied Charles. ^^His ravings 
were such as to preclude the possibility of 
all concealment. The fearful truth was 
proclaimed with less suddenness to them than 
to us." 

<< It must have maddened Grace," said 
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Blanch, wringmg her hands with mental 
anguish. 

'^ I fear," retamed Charles, in a whisper, 
** that it has:' 

^^ Quickly Mow me, aunt,'' added Blanch, 
hastening from the room, without waiting 
for a reply, and in less than a minute she 
^Tas flying on her road to the vicarage. 
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CHAPTER vm. 

Tbk above aDr— to Hune own adf be trae.' 



^ It's a remarkuhle drcnnifitanoe,^ soliloquised 
the ratcatchery as, in the eroiiiig shades, 
he hent his foofestq^ towards Kit Maerone's 
cottage, followed by his fidthfbl terriers — 
^ a verj lemazkaUe circmiistaiice," oontinued 
he; ^' but for anybody that knows Ned to 
soiq^oee him goilty of nrarder, most be a 
li^t down nincompoop. He certainly has 
said, more than once, that he'd hash a con- 
stable to a moral rather than be nabbed; 
but as to killing a yoong, pretty w<Mnan ! — 
pooh — fwhl — ^he'd as soon think of going 
to chnreL*' 

Soaking Bob paused in his andible re- 
flections, and then resumed. 
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^^ But it isn't sufficient in this world — 
whatever it may be in the next — ^for a man 
to be innocent; he must do more, he must 
appear so. Ha, ha ! — ^that's the trick I've 
won my game with, and that's the trick 
poor Ned has lost his by not making. I dare 
say, even now in his cell, he's quite easy, 
and would swa^er about the truth proving 
him not guilty — as if the truth was ever 
any use to a man unless it served his purpose! 
I've no doubt, in my own mind, that in this 
case, if it could be proved, the truth would 
be the very best safeguard. But how is 
it to be? That's the question." 

By this time he had arrived within a 
few yards of Kit Macrone's door, and 
stopping to listen, his ear caught a low 
murmuring sound mingled with an occa- 
sional sob. Upon proceeding nearer the 
voice of Bamfield Carew was distinguishable, 
and it seemed to be endeavouring to com- 
fort some one in affliction. 

^^Foor Kit wants kindness now," said 



THE EN0U8H FIKSSIDS. 103 



Mr Foltoii, **and I am glad to find 
here to asast me in giying her a little 
mb down the back. Poor soul I I ezpeot 
to find her hackles unoommonty rofSed.'* 

Without giving his customary knodc at 
the door, Soaking Bob lifted the latch 
and entered the room. 

^^ God be praised that you^re come I" said 
Ned's mother, rising hastily from her chair, 
and grasping both the hands of her visitor, 
while the ashy hue of her features, and the 
(^assy ezpressi<m in her eyes, betokened 
the agony of her soul* ^^God be praised 
that you're come I '' she repeated* 

^^Tes, yes," replied Soaking Bob, in a 
soothing voice. ^^Fm here. Kit, and will 
try to give counsel for the best.'' 

^^ I know you will," rcgoined she, hurriedly 
drawing her hands over her eyes, as if her 
brain was giddy. ^^ But say, say how my 
boy is to be released from that horrid 
place? I cannot listen to anything else." 

^^Come, come," returned old Soaker, lead- 
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ing the distracted mother to a seat. ^^ Sit 
je down, and we'll think of the best plan 
to assist poor Ned. It's not to be done off- 
hand ; bnt requires a spice of soba: thought^ 
Kit.'' 

^^I have been telling her so before you 
came," added Carew. "However, we can 
now, perhaps, hit upon the best mode with 
jour assistance. For where a crafty brain 
is wanted give me Robert Fulton." 

" Your majesty's kind enough to say so," 
replied the ratcatcher, who was ever pleased 
when his proverbial cunning was referred to, 
^^ and no one will be more ready with heart, 
head, and hand, than I shall." 

" Grod bless ye for saying so ! " exclaimed 
Ned's mother, clasping her hands energetically ; 
'^ and yet," she continued, suddenly becoming 
dejected, "what hope can I have?" 

" And why not ?" asked the king. "He 
is but committed to-day, and has the chances 
of trial and escape — ^" 

"Either before or after it," concluded 
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Soaking Bob, ^' which ever suits his in- 
clination best." 

'^Escape!" ejaculated Kit Macrone, as 
if new life thrilled through her frame. 
^^ Escape ! Oh, happiest of thoughts ! " 

^' And not an unreasonable one either/' 
returned Mr Fulton, ^^ which forms the best 
part of it. For it so happens that, in nine 
cases out of ten, those very happy thoughts 
are not less difficult to snare than the 
moon, or something as far from one's reach.'' 

^' In making use of the word * escape,' 
I didn't think of his breaking out of 
prison,'' observed the king of the wandering 
tribes. 

" Didn't you ?" coolly observed the rat- 
catcher. " I did." 

" Yes, yes, yes ! " replied Kit Macrone 
eagerly, ^^and that is the only hope. 
fTojpd/" she repeated. ^^Who can hope 
against destiny?" 

^^ Leave destiny alone a bit," rejoined 

F 2 
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Mr Fulton; " Tm not a man to believe 
the future by any means a certainty, fixed 
and mortared, and yet I don't like to be 
told that it is. It acts very like cold 
water trickling down one's back or one's 
stomach, and either way lowers the spirits." 

^^The rats left me last night," returned 
Ned's mother, without noticing Soaking 
Bob's observation. 

'^ And a remarkable good riddance, too," 
added old Soaker. "They were always 
running about here and squeaking and shriek- 
ing like so many rampant devils." 

" They're cannie things," said Kit Macrone. 
" They quit the ship before she sinks, and 
leave the house ere it tumbles." 

"Cease your superstition now," replied 
Carew. "We conjure up such phantoms 
that at last we start from our own shadows." 

" Would to heaven ! " rejoined she, " that 
I had no more weighty causes." 

" What ! you've not condemned him 
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jet ? ^ said the latcatcliery mmewliat 
shaiply* 

''God forbid!'' cgaculated Kit Maerone, 
ferventlj. ''God forbid that the innocent 
should ever be condemned V* 

"That's rij^t enough^'' responded Hr 
Fulton, at once losing his asperity, and 
regretting that he had been led into making 
a hasty expression. "But, jou see, the 
innocent are sometimes confounded with the 
guiltj, like the jackdaws are with the crows, 
and being about the same colour it isn't a 
circumstance to feel much surprise at. 
Now, Ned — ^peppery, blazing Ned — ^is in a 
similar predicament. Appearances are 
against him. The evidence — as it is called 
— is against him. The trial, in my 
opinion — ^if it ever comes off— will be 
against him; and the — but never mind 
that — " said old Soaker, suddenly breaking 
off the sentence. 

" All you say is quite true," returned 
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the king of the gipsies. '*And although 
we believe — nay, are positive of his being 
as free from the crime imputed to him as 
we are ourselves, yet how is it to be 
proved ? " 

"Ay, how indeed?" said Mr Fulton, 
in the form of a question, but as if he 
anticipated no answer. 

" Then you will make no eflTort to save my 
boy ? " exclaimed Ned's mother, passionately. 

" To be sure we will," replied old Soaker, 
tenderly as his nature would permit, "to 
be sure we will. Kit. The difficulty is 
the way to set about it." 

" Perhaps it would be better to take 
the advice of some lawyer," remarked his 
majesty. 

" A lawyer ! " repeated the ratcatcher, 
with a sneer. " He'd hang him to a 
certainty. In that case, I wouldn't give 
that for his chance," said Mr Fulton, 
blowing a light feather from his fingers 



rhich he ta^ ^^»:tracted from the comer 
jf a pocket seldo*,^ ^^ ^^^^ gm.^ material^ 
«TViea what ^^ y^^ advise?" inqiured 
Carevf. 

a A holC :repUed Soaking Bob. **A 

dean long swee^ « contimied he; "» long 

and dean that the tnul couldn't be scented 

even by ^Vng^Q^ ^^ j)^ and it nnu* 

be piedona clean to beat thdr noBe*.** 

« You'd ^ve him escape, then," wjwned 
the hing. 

" To be sure I would," rctnrned the rat- 
catcher. "Always nm— always take to 
leather, I ^^^^ ^j^g^ danger's afoot" 

"*«^* how is it to be managed?" in- 
qnired Carew. "You may be wteT con- 
tinued ii^ ufiuA heTl be go«»dBd witi 
^^«a«»ce and more than ordinary careT 

"Tve thought of that," teltttTaed ^ 
taieaUiher, "and yet guard, cbaii»» and b* 
him as they wiU 111 have him oa*-" 
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" God bless ye for those words ! " ex- 
claimed Kit Macrone, with fervour. ^^Oh, 
that I could see my boy again free as a 
goshawk, then could I die happy ! " con* 
tinned she. 

^^You may rest certain that he uoUl be 
quite as free/' replied old Soaker, with 
confidence; "but—" 

" What were you going to add ?" asked 
Garew, as Mr Fulton suddenly stopped short 
in the sentence. 

" It signifies nothing/' rejoined he. 

" Nay, nay," returned Ned's mother, " be 
frank with me. I cannot bear suspense." 

"WeD, then!" added the ratcatcher, 
" since you will know, I was going to say 
that how long he would remain free, depended 
on himself, and that my doubt of its being 
a very great time was considerably strong." 

" We will get him out of the country to 
some far and distant land," said Kit Macrone. 
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'^He shall not have one moment's rest — 
not even of sleep — ^untU he is beyond all 
reach of danger." 

^^It's all very well to talk about ^ shall' 
and ^ will ' where Ned is concerned/' replied 
Mr Fulton. ^^But I should like to know 
who is to back the words with the deeds. 
Tou may prate and preach till doomsday to 
him, and, after all, he'll have his own 
way." 

^^ He's self-willed, certainly," rejoined the 
king. ^^ But yet he will hearken to reason." 

"Will he?" returned the xatcatcher. "I 
have spoken more reason to him than is to 
be found in many good books, and could 
never get him to listen to a word. No," 
continued he, shaking his desponding head, 
"not so much as one word." 

" Still," added Ned's mother, " he is now 
where he never thought to be, and will be 
ready to be guided by our advice. Pray do 
not think otherwise, or you may lag in the 
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attempt to assist my boy from the horrid 
danger that besets him." 

"Oh no!" said Mr Pulton. "Whatever 
I may think, my best endeavours shall be 
used to get him out of the trap." 

"And how do you mean to set about 
it?" inquired Carew. 

"It never struck you, I suppose?" ob- 
served the ratcatcher, in a bantering tone. 

" I thought of making the best pre- 
parations for the trial, now that he's com- 
mitted," replied the king. 

" Preparations for his — " Mr Pulton would 
have added "hanging;" but he checked 
himself in time, and rising quickly from his 
chair, took two or three long strides up 
and down the room, and seemed to be in 
a brown study. 

"You have not said anything of your 
plan," remarked Ned's mother, impatient 
to learn the means by which the ratcatcher 
intended to set her son at liberty. 
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^^ Yoa can make yourself look like any- 
body," at length said Mr Fulton, turning to 
the king of the gipsies* ^^ Supposing now 
you pay a visit to Ned in his cell, and change 
places with him." 

^^ A good thought," replied Garew, starting 
to his* feet. " A good thought," repeated 
he, "ril do it with all my heart," 

^^ God be praised ! " ejaculated Kit Macrone, 
"I feel that ye will be successful." 

" Ay," rejoined Soaking Bob, " you 
needn't have any fears concerning that." * 

" And when shall we make the attempt?" 
inquired Carew. 

" The sooner the better," replied Mr 
Fulton. " To-morrow, if you've no objection." 

" None in the least," rejoined his majesty. 
"I could not wait longer with patience." 

" I say," returned the ratcatcher, shrugging 
up his shoulders, and giving a peculiar look 
at his majesty, " I say," repeated he, " you've 
different notions now concerning Ned than 



X 
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^^ you wanted to put his head under 
y X heel." 

A slight colour rose in the cheek of the 
king; but he gave no answer. 

" Hush ! " whispered Kit Macrone. " Do 
nx)t rouse such thoughts in hiib. I beseech 
you not." 

"No, no, no," replied Mr Fulton. "I 
was only just reminding him of the change 
in other days." 
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CHAPTER DL 



•^ like one of tvo 
Thrt tlmiks hm ^A dmt w^ m n»ffa% •y^ 



didj in fpbity ilill gmag, m s doobi 
Whcdwr tfaoM pMb of pfMM be h» or BO ; 
80, tfariee Ihtr ladj, Und L* 

^^Well, Charles,'^ obsenred Squire Merton, 
sitting before an open casement in his dining- 
room, and looking at his desolate, timberless 
park, with anything bnt the eye of regret* 
^^ Well, Charles !" repeated he, r^arding the 
remains of the last bottle of the questionable 
purchase of port wine like one who was about 
to part with the thing he loved, ^^I shall 
take a stroll this eyening to see a few couple 
of the puppies — ^will you accompany me ?" 
" Thank you, father," replied his son, " I 
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have an engagement with Blanoh to go with 
her to the vioarage." 

" Very good," rejoined the squire ; " then 
m endeavour to make myelf as agreeable 
to myself as possible, and thus feel little want 
of better society. Charles, your health I " 

Of all the happiest, thoughtless, careless 
fellows, old or young, since the extinction of 
the Hyleeosaurus and the monster dragons 
and lizards of old, surely the squire was the 
most so, and fairly deserved the distinction 
of bell-wether to his order. There he was, 
by no means an unusual custom of an after- 
noon, reclining in his easy chair close to the 
window, with a small table placed handily 
within reach, upon which stood his bottle 
and his glass. The soft, evening breeze fanned 
his ruddy cheek and ruffled the frosted hair 
upon his brow, and soothed him into that 
enjoyable dozy mood which, between waking 
and sleeping, we are neither conscious of the 
world without nor quite forgetful of it. 
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It was just the hour, too, for the influence 
of such narcotic feelings. The sun had sunk 
behind a bank of gorgeous purple douds, and 
the dark long shadows cast by his lingering 
rays were fading from the earth, and the 
tree tops — ^not that there was one in view of 
the squire's residence — ^were gilded with the 
glittering beam of the closing day — the 
brightest, because the last. The bleating 
flocks were returning to their folds, and the 
lowing herds paced slowly homewards. Now 
and then the bay of the watch-dog echoed 
from the dale, and the laboured and the 
wearied were seeking rest and repose. A 
truant rook occasionally cleaved the air, 
cawing hoarsely to his fellows, long since 
settled on twig and bough, and the pigeon's 
wing, seeking his mate in her snug home 
in the dovecot, whistled past. Now, the 
quaint-formed bat stooped from a crevice in 
the grey, old mossy wall, and flitted by to 
snatch the fly and insect ere they gained 
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the shelter of the leaf and closing flower. 
From the depth of the hawthorn the night- 
ingale warbled her tender tale, and all things 
delighting in the coming night were seeking 
its enjoyment. 

^^And SO9 Charles," remarked the squire, 
after a long pause, and rousing himself with 
difficulty from the lethargy which had stolen 
over his senses ; ^^ and so, Charles, you are 
going to have a walk with Blanch instead of 
with me. I can only say, my dear boy," 
continued he, sleepingly, ^^that you would 
not be the man of taste I take ye to be, if 
you'd forego the former for the sake of the 
latter." 

^^We are going to see if we can induce 
poor Grace to quit the bedside of her sister," 
replied Charles. 

^' Her health and spirits have suffered 
wofully by the shock," rejoined his father. 
^^ I question much if she is ever so light- 
hearted again." 
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^^But I have heard it poetically expressed 
that it never yet was woman's lot to love 
and to forget. Now, I have always thought 
— believing it to be quite true — this to be 
one of the greatest anomalies and incon- 
sistencies that exist in the female form 
divine, of which no one can gainsay but 
there are many. It matters not how worth* 
less the object of her affections may prove 
himself to be— it matters not how fallen, 
how discarded by God and by man he may 
become — an outcast of earth and rejected 
of heaven — still if she has really loved html 
damn me, but she'll continue to do it in spite 
of everything." 

"Yes," replied Charles, "I agree with 
you. When a yotmg, fresh-hearted woman 
builds up an idol, no vicissitude can estrange 
it from her devotion and affections." 

"But we, Charles," rejoined his father, 
putting on his hat, "we male monsters no 
sooner build up an idol, as you have gra- 
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phically described it, than, like children 
piling up a pack of cards, we blow it down 
again. There's no more constancy in man 
than in the wind. For my part I confess, in 
my time, having been devotedly attached to 
half the pretty girls in the county, and ho 
sooner got one in the humour to listen wil- 
lingly to tender nonsense, and all that sort of 
thing, than off I went to another. Oh yes ! '' 
continued the squire, ^^my taste was very 
variable." 

^^ The wild colt was caught at last, though," 
said Charles, laughing. 

^^ Ah ! " exclaimed the squire with a sigh, 
"that is quite true, my dear boy. Your 
late respected mother dropped some birdlime 
on my wings, and netted me without a 
struggle ; but she always impressed upon my 
mind that she considered the catch anything 
but a desirable one. Immediately after our 
union she intimated this opinion to me, and 
within a few days of her lamented decease 

YOL. 11. G 
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she conveyed the idea that this impression 
was in no way altered; Poor Kate ! she 
never could discover my merits, and my faults 
were never absent from her memory. Good 
evening, Charles, we shall meet at the Rookery 
about the supper hour, I suppose,'' and with 
this the squire quitted the room. 

As soon as he had done so, Charles, finding 
that more than a quarter of an hour had 
slipped by unheeded, hastened on his road 
to keep the appointment with Blanch. 

Egad, such errands make young hearts 
flutter ! How they beat, throb, and knock. 
And then the blood, too, how it skips through 
the veins ! Gramercy, gentle lads and lassies, 
but ye find it tingle from cheek to foot ! 
The nerves vibrate like a loose-strung harp 
in the breeze, and nothing but feels the 
trembling, inly touch of love. Well ! if he 
was somewhat late and tardy in meeting at 
the trysting place, Blanch would not blame 
him. She had, it is true, been pacing alone 
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under the fragrant blossoms and shade of a 
wide-spreading chesnut tree for some minutes, 
and had stopped more than once in vain to 
listen for a coming footstep through the 
thickening shades of evening. However, it 
was not long before a hurried sound was 
heard approaching, causing Blanch's heart to 
pit-a-pat with increased speed, and quicUj 
afterwards she was clasped in the embrace 
of one loving and beloved, 

^^ I began to think you had forgotten the 
hour, Charles," said Blanch. 

" Pardon my rudeness," replied he ; " but 
by some unaccountable reason a handful of 
minutes got the start of me." 

" Make no apology," she rejoined. " I 
was anything but wearied by waiting for 
you." 

" Am I to receive that as a compliment," 
inquired he, laughing, " or the reverse ?" 

" Put whatever construction you like upon 
it," replied Blanch, placing her hand through 
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his proffered arm as ibej bent their steps 
towards the yicarage. 

^^ Because," continaed Chailes, '' you, per- 
chance, might find the time nnwearisome by 
reason of a want in anticipating my amval." 

^^ And then again — as yon eminent logicians 
but by no means refined reasoners all^e — 
tiiere are two sides to a sorface. What say 
yon, having made a mistake in the one, to 
turning to the other?" inquired Blanch 
archly. 

"With all my heart," replied Charles; 
and thus trying the keen encounter of their 
wit, they continued tiieir course onwards. 

Upon arriving at the gate of the vicarage 
Charles pulled the beU gently, which was 
quickly answered by a female servant, who, 
in answer to a question from Blanch, informed 
them that Mr WeUs was watching by the 
bedside of Ellen, as he had been from sunrise, 
and that Grace was walking in the flower 
garden alone. 
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** We will join her there then," observed 
Blanch. ^^You need not apprize any one 
of onr arrival*" 

^^ I was thinking," remarked Charles, in a 
whisper, as he lifted the latch of the lattice 
leading into the flower garden, ^^that it 
would be better for you, Blanch, to see Grace 
alone. My presence might increase her suf- 
ferings, as I have not seen her since that 
eventful morning." 

^' The thought is both kind and con« 
siderate," returned Blanch. "You would, 
perhaps, rekindle those feelings scarcdy now 
abated in their first flood of anguish." 

" I will wait here then," added he, " and 
stop either for your summons or return." 

" It must not be long ere you receive one 
or the other," said Blanch, "for the hour 
is growing late." 

Treading lightly — for lightly she could 
only tread — Blanch hastened in guest of her 
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best beloved companion^ and, after peering 
through the dark shades cast by bush and 
brier, at length espied her listlessly leaning 
against the trunk of an ivy-dung tree. 

^* Grace, dear Grace I " said Blanch, spring- 
ing forwards and catching her friend warmly 
and tenderly in her arms, ^^I have been 
seeking ye — ^where have you been hiding ? " 

^^ Nowhere," replied Grace despondingly, 
and still mindful in returning the salute vdth 
fiarvour. ^^ Nowhere, Blanch. I think that 
I must have been staying here some hours." 

^ Xour cheek fbels chilled," rejoined 
Blanch, pressing her own to that of her com- 
panion, ^^Lean on me, dearest, and let us 
saunter through the garden." 

^^ I am almost too weak toiwalk," returned 
Grace, ^^ and yet, perhc^, it would remove 
this benumbing cold ; " and as she said so a 
shudder thrilled through her frame, as with 
an ague fit.. 
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<« Is Ellen better to-nigfat ?" inquired 
Blanch^ after leading her downcast, spiritless 
friend some yards in silence. 

''No/' replied Grace, ''she is far from 
being better. A fev more days — '' and 
then she bnrst into a passion of grief — " and 
that Unk in the chain that has bonnd me 
to life in joy and in hope will be severed/' 

"Nay, nay," ngoiaed Bhmeh soothingly. 
"Speak not thns, dear Grace; consolation 
often trips on the bed of our saddest moments. 
Let ns hope for unprovement and happier 
hours. We have had many of them ere 
this.*' 

" Ay," retomed Grace, " it is no diflScult 
task to look back upon tiie sunshine of the 
past, but to anticipate it in the blackness of 
night requires more philosophy than I am 
possesBcd of. I have no hope." 

" Speak not so," added Blanch, unable to 
suppress her tears. 
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"Why should I not?" said Grace. ♦*! 
speak but as I feel." 

" Still, where ourselves are concerned," 
replied Blanch, " we generally misjudge the 
cause, whether it be for good or for evil." 

" There can be but a slight misconception 
in mine," rejoined Grace, shaking her head. 
" Think, dear Blanch," she continued, with 
painfiil earnestness, " what my feelings must 
be ! He, who I thought the paragon of 
excellence and goodness — ^he, who I deemed 
the most exemplary of men — ^he, who I loved 
with . all my heart, is now — • But God 
forgive me ! " she exclaimed passionately, 
" there's madness in the thought." 

" Compose yourself, dearest," returned 
Blanch. " Having proved himself to be so 
far without the pale of sympathy and con- 
sideration for his presumptive deception," 
continued she, "not to mention the general 
opinion concerning the dreadfol crime with 
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which he is charged — joa most rammon reso- 
lution enough to disdain all thought of him 
and erase him from your memory.'' 

" And erase him fit)m my memory I ** re- 
peated Grace, weighing each word as it fell 
from her lips* ^^ Would that I could. No, 
no, no, Blanch. Be he what he may — save 
a cold-blooded murderer, which I can no more 
believe than you yourself to be — I can never 
eflace him fit)m my mind, nor cease to love 
him." 

^^ Tou must' resist this infatuation," re- 
joined Blanch. ^^Think^ Grace, of the 
respect due to yourself^ your famijy, and 
your friends." 

" I have thouj^t of all — of everything," 
returned Grace. ^^ But 'tis useless. I cannot 
withstand the feeling, although it may amount 
to madness to yield to it." 

<<And does your father know of this?" 
inquired Blanch. 

G2 
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<<Yes/' replied Grace. "I could not, if 
I would, deceive him." 

^^What said he?'' asked Blanch. 

(< Desired me to pray unceasingly for 
strength to bear against it,'' replied Grace. 
^^And this I have done; but — " and then 
she buried her pale face in her companion's 
bosom, and flinging her arms round her neck, 
gave way to an uncontrollable burst of 
anguish. 

With her soft-toned voice, Blanch essayed 
to sooth the deep-rooted wound rankling in 
her young friend's heart, and endeavoured to 
assuage her grief by every endearing word 
and way that kindness could dictate. 

*' I beseech you to be tranquil," said she, 
pressing Grace affectionately to her. ^^ Re* 
member, dearest, that it is a duty we owe 
to ourselves to submit resignedly, rather than 
to lament for our sorrows," 

In a short time Grace became more com- 
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posed, and after endeavouring t^ check ^^ 
sob and the tear, and learning tlxat ChB3*l^^ 
was waiting for Blanch's ret^unx on ^^^ 
outside of the garden, she expressed, a desi^^ 
to proceed there immediately, aud accomp^^^ 
them a short distance on their ^w^ay to Wood- 
land Rookery. 
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CHAPTER X. 

" Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor urlen dungeon^ nor strong links of iroOy 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit.** 

There is a cry that has been often raised in 
ages long past, and will be for ages to 
come, which, with the majority of its lusty 
bawlers, has been, is, and will be greatly 
mwrnderstood, and that is — ^^ Liberty/' 
What acts of tjrranny have the advocates 
of freedom perpetrated ! Like religions 
bigots, " they will wrangle for it, write for 
it, fight for it, die for it, anything but — live 
for iV." " Licence they mean when they call 
* Liberty.'/* 
But should any one question the unalloyed 
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joys of freedom in its literal intent and 
meaning — ^if any one doubts the pleasure, the 
ecstasy to roye o'er hill and dale, the moor 
and mead — ^if there be a soeptic upon this 
fiuniliar yet unappreciated subject ; let him, 
by design or accident, find himself immured 
in a cell something less than twdye feet 
square, enclosed by damp, slimy stone walls, 
upon which the grew dank hangs in large 
unwholesome patches. Let him find himself 
manacled hand and foot with thick iron 
fetters, and sitting on a stone seat, to which 
he is fastened, like some wild beast, with a 
massive chain. Let him, thus seated, find 
himself gaiing with difficulty upwards at a 
small grating, through which the rays of 
light lose their cheerfulness, and come strug- 
gliog through sadly and reluctantly. Let 
him look at these bars, and bolts, and fetters, 
and then think of the time, let it be never 
so distant, when his unshackled, unrestrained 
limbs roamed throu|^ the wood and the wold. 
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with the flpirit of healtii and gladness in 
every thought and gesture. Let him think 
of the days that he went pilfering birds'-nests, 
and scrambled and elung, in the fearlessness 
of boyhood, to the frail topmost branches of 
the loftiest tree* Let him think of plucking 
the first wild flowers of spring £rom the road- 
side bank and mossy dell. Let him think— 
ay, let him think when he was free — ^free of 
limb, free of heart, young, full of hope, and 
thoiightlesB of every ill — and then he will no 
longer be indifEerent to the charm of 
Liberty. 

A thin, pale stareak of the early mom 
darted from the east, and sdlot itself like a 
far distant ray of hope — ^but still a ray of 
hope-^into the dark, murky cell of a pri- 
soner, and that prisoner was Ned Swiftfeot 
Three long weary nights had he passed in 
that place of gloom, heavily chained and 
ironed, and — except the gaoler's occasional 
visits — alone. The hours, too, seemed to 
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drag ihdr sLow loogth along as if tiflie had 
tonuDd laggard all at ooee. Notfaing eUber 
Has to be lieaid save aa occaaioiial dank 
vithont, of a bok aa it fell in tte sodcet, and 
the ring of his own manacles as they dattered 
to his dightest moremaaL Few maaic thia 
fo7 the down of heart, and yet it was the 
only cheer to rouae Ned to life; for dull 
as the sonnds were, adll they roused him 
to active thought and to reflection. 

^^I am glad the dr./ breahsy'' aaid he, 
taming ap<m his pallet, ^^ anything is better 
heK than darkness. In this corsed kennel, 
whemn evea the gnaw of a rat is never 
heard, I coald listen to a groan of pain with 
^eaame. Anything,'' ccmtinned he, throwing 
faimadf into a dtting postore upon the side 
of his bed ^^to break this deathlike silence." 

For a short time he listooed aitentivdy 
for aomething to disturb the stillness of the 
jiace; but not hearing the sign of a creature 
possessed of sense or motion, he kat the 
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little control over his patience, and hissing 
a deep-fetched curse from his heart, ejacu- 
lated, ^^I'ye a mind to wake this dumb, 
tongueless hole with a view-halloo. By 
Saint Hubert I I could astonish the in- 
habitants— but what they are God only 
knows I except they consist in a few slippery- 
bellied slugs, and some ill-fed crawling 
spiders. However,^' continued he, suddenly 
changing his reckless humour for a more 
quiet demeanour, and again stretching himself 
upon the bed, ^^ I must no longer defy the 
hell-hounds that beset me. They have run 
me down, caught, and hobbled me, and, unlike 
the way I've served my game, they'll hang 
me by the neck. By the neck," repeated 
he, ^^ shall I dance mid air from a gaunt 
gibbet, and for what? A crime charged 
to me as falsely as if I'd been an unborn 
infant, and yet scarcely one in a thousand 
will acquit me of it. Such is the force of 
circumstances. But, my God I " he exclaimed, 
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in the bitterness of the tiiought, ^^to be 
sa accused !— accused of murdering h^ for 
whom I would have died ten thousand deaths, 
each one more cruel than man yet ever 
bore. Killing a woman in cold blood ! " con- 
tinued he, with a sneer of haughty disgust. 
^^ I would suffer the everlasting torments of 
hell first/' 

Just now the fastenings of his cell door 
cieaked and squeaked in their rusty sockets, 
and the giant hinges almost shrieked as 
it was pulled back upon them, 

^^ It's early for a wisitor/' observed a 
short, square, sturdy man, entering the 
dungeon. His head, as round as a marble, 
was placed upon his shoulders without the 
intermediate link of a neck. Short, black, 
and crisp hair reared itself just above his 
strongly-marked eyebrows, for it can scarcely 
be said that he had a forehead, and looked as 
thick and as harsh as a shoe brush. His 
eyes were small and black, and twinkled like 
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some snake about to dart forth his forked 
and spleenish tongue, White^ large, and even 
teeth protruded from a mouth which resembled 
a mere lipless slit. Unlike the generality 
of nasal organs, his was no prominent feature ; 
but in his flat face looked — and, indeed, 
was — more flat than the other proportions. 
This was occasioned by an accident, met 
with in his early but uninteresting childhood ; 
when his mothw, a very corpulent person, 
haying imbibed a larger quantity of spirituous 
liquors than was her wont to indulge in, 
mistook her slumbering infant for a soft 
and inviting cushion, «nd, dropping hmself 
heavily upon tbe centre of his countenance, 
there remained for some hours in blissful igno<- 
ranee of her mistake. One who has been 
a mother can only comprehend her distrass 
upon becoming conscious of the error. 

The gaoler of the pris(m in which Ned 
was confined was certainly an ugly specimen 
of the flenus h<nno, vet never did he look 
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to greater adyantage than at this time of 
entering Ned's cell — albeit that he had just 
been prematurely roused from a profound 
sleep. But in the broad palm of a broad and 
flinty hand he grasped more tihan an equiyalent 
for the trouble and disturbance. A good, 
bright, glittering guinea was there, and the 
compensation was sufficient to almost awaken 
tiie dormant feeling of civility within him. 

^^It's early for a wisitor," repeated he, 
tossing the guinea witii a spinning fillip in 
the air and catching it again dexterously. 
^^But there's one o' the outside wanting to 
see you." 

"Who is it?" quickly inquired Ned. 

"How should I know?" returned the 
gaoler, in a voice not admitting of being 
called an amiable one. 

"Is it a woman?" asked the prisoner, 
in a little less conciliatory tone. 

"I suppose 80," rejoined the surly gaoler, 
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^^ since she's got a petticoat on; but I don't 
know," 

" Let her come in," added Ned. " She 
is my mother." 

" Humph 1 " ejaculated the gaoler. " If 
she's your mother, ecod, but she bears her. 
years lightly I " and with this remark he 
left to usher in the visitor. 

In less than a minute the door waA 
again opened, and the form of a female 
entered, muffled in a cloak, and remained 
scarcely sufficiently within the cell to allow 
of the heavy door being closed upon her. 
Without word or gesture, there she stood, 
motionless as a statue, and, in the indis- 
tinct, imperfect light, looked like some fixed 
and black shadow upon the wall. 

^^ Speak," said the astonished prisoner^ 
raising himself, and bending an eager and 
astonished gaze upon the figure. ^^ Is that 
you, mother?" 
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For a few short seconds no answer was 
given. 

^^ Heaven assist me I " at length exclaimed 
a voice, while a clasp of the hands evinced 
how much the speaker felt. 

^* Great God ! " returned Ned, amazed 
and bewildered. "Is that you, Grace?" 
" Yes," replied she, springing forwards, 
and throwing herself in a passionate burst 
of grief upon his neck. " It is me." 

Until now Ned Swiftfoot had never known 
what it was to lose hb self-possession. In 
every difficulty, trial, and emergency he found 
himself with the ready thought, word, wit, 
and act ; but all these appeared as if they 
had never been possessions of his. A 
swimming dizziness passed through his brain, 
and seemed to blear his eyesight, while 
every limb and nerve shook and trembled, 
and his blood curdled as if suddenly ex- 
posed to a frigid blast from the winter's 
wind. 
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"It is me^" repeated Grace. ** Will 
you not give me a welcome ?" 

" A welcome !*" returned the prisoner, 
mechanically, and in a whisper adding, 
"Do I dream?" 

"No," said Grace; "it is 7w> dr^am. 
I have come — I could not help coming — 
to hear your own avowal of your innocence 
of this dreadfiil crime. Say — say, that yon 
are innocent," continued she, energetically. 
" Let me hear the confirmation of that 
which I believe, and that only which makes 
me wish to live to know." 

"I am as free from that guilt," replied 
Ned, in a dry, husky voice, "as — as you 
are. But do you know who I am, Grace?" 

" Yes," she rejoined, " I know full well." 

" And — and — and can you still have any 
interest for me or for my fate?" he asked, 
tremulously. 

" As much so, even more than you can 
have yourself," returned she. 
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He could not reply to this. No — the 
words rose, and kind ones, too ; but something 
prevented their utterance. And so he pressed 
the hand of that fair joung girl to his lips, 
and if, when he released it, a tear — or even 
more— had fallen from his o'eroharged eyes, 

^^Tou came here, th^ to sqq me?^^ at 
length he remarked. '^Me^ Ned Swiftfoot ?" 

^' I did,'' briefly and emphatically replied 
Grace. 

^' And have you nothing to upl»*aid me 
with?" he asked. 

" Nothing," she returned. " I forgive, as 
I hope to be forgiven." 

Few men have prayed less, yet many have 
• sinned more, than Ned Swiftfoot. Now, how- 
ever, since a petition or thanksgiving was 
breathed to heaven, not one was ever sent 
with a more fervent spirit than that now 
whispered in secret by him. He thanked 
his God that one whom he had injured still 
could forgive and love him. 
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Briefly — and yet in such words that no 
one, much less Grrace, could entertain a doubt 
of the truth — ^Ned Swiftfoot recited the un» 
happy history, as far as he knew, of pcior 
Mary Brainshaw. Without an attempt to 
excuse or extenuate his conduct in the smallest 
degree — without secreting or holding hack 
one circumstance, he related the simple truth, 
and although he feared and felt that much, 
Very much told awftilly against him, still 
he effectually checked the rising impulse 'io 
^loss over the most cruel of the conduct 
towards the victim of ill-requited alTection, 
and made known to Grace as much as lia 
knew himself. 

^ A long silence ensued after Ned had finished 
liis statement. Grace cried bitterly upon- 
its conclusion, while he clasped his face with 
his hands, and seemed all but choked with 
emotion. ' 

"Can you still look upon me with 
leniency?" at length he inquired. 

" I came prepared to do so," replied 
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dniee, ^^ and am in no ivsy altered. I never 
bdiered 70a more coIpaUe tlian yon are,'' 
coDlmiied she, ^^and, wheQier ri^t or wrong, 
/ regard joa as fiur more sinned against 
than fliDning." 

^Others, however, will not," he rejoined. 
'^My doom is sealed." 

^ No, no, no," returned Grace, as if the 
words leaped firom her heart. ^^ That must 
never he. The truth will clear and hononraUj 
ac^nit you." 

"Who, or what is to prove it?" asked 
he. " My wordwiU go for nothing in answer 
to the evidence that will he produced against 
me. Her father swore, and- will swear again, 
that he detected me in the very act of murder. 
Probable motives for the act have been as- 
signed, and will be again. And if there 
was anything else wanted," continued he, with 
a melancholy smile, "to finish that which 
is already anticipated, there are those in 

VOL. u. H 
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abundance to speak of my lawless life, and 
thus clench tl^e rivet of my fate," 

^^ Do not — ^pray do not despond I " ejaculatefl 
Grace, weeping. 

" Despond I " repeated he, while the crimson 
blood rose and flushed his dieek and brow. 
"No, I will never despopd. He must be 
a cowardly, ill-bred cur indeed, who whines 
when pinched." 

"All may — all shall be well," rejoined 
Grace. " I will, in spite of all consequences, 
be they what they may, openly advocate 
your cause. TU use every influence that I 
have. Night and day shall my only thought 
be how and to whom \ can apply for assist- 
ance. Those who are now most adverse I 
will win over to our cause. On my bended 
knees I will beg, supplicate, entreat, and 
turn their wrongly-formed, pr^udiced judg- 
ments from the stubborn wrong they're in- 
flicting upon the persecuted and the innocent." 
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^^ I caa aoarcely believe this to be reality/' 
returned the prisoner. " Surely it must be 
some deceptive conjuratioa of the brain." 

*' I told you ppoe," added Grace, and there 
was a tone of almost reproach in her voice 
and manner— *♦ I told you once," repeated 
she, ^^ that I would love you, as I then did, 
in youth and in Sige, in health and in sickness, 
in riches and in poverty, in joy and in aorrow 
— are you surprised at the fulfilment of my 
promise ?" 

"K I were to say no," replied he, "I 
should be guilty of a falsehood, Grace. I am 
surprised," and as he said so he tried to twine 
his manacled hand round the taper waist 
g£ the blushing girl, and to press her to 
his breast. 

" And now," she rejoined, gently repressing 
him, "I must away. The broad daylight 
is coming fast, and I must gain the vicarage 
before many more eyes are open." 
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"When will you come again ?'^ he 
anxiously inquired. 

"Not one morning from this, while you 
are here," replied Grace, " but that you will 
find me a visitor at the same hour." 

" God bless you, dearest," he returned, press- 
ing a kiss upon her lips, and in a moment 
afterwards Grace's light footstep ceased to 
fall upon his listening ear. 
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CHAPTEB XI. 



TVt WM17 fwn hath mad* » goldan ••*• 
And, bj tbt bti^ fnek ofbis i«7 «a 
Oif«i token «£« ftod^ d^ 



Thb wearied had ceased to work, and yet had 
not retired to rest It was eveoiiig — a cool, 
refireshing smnmer^s evening. On the green- 



sward a titx^ of wild, langhingi whooping 
lads ran and wrestled, and strack the swift 
cricket-baU whicring through the air. Not 
far ofl^ too, (m an old fiurm gate, some 
children of a smaller growth were singing 
and hallooieg nntil their o'er-stretched fauogs 
seemed ready to crack. Bedining with folded 
arms and hended knees, the tired labourer 
rested against the post of his cottage door, 
and looked on with a smiling lip and i^proying 
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eye, while the good woman rocked on the 
threshold a ruddy-cheeked slumbering infant, 
to some old tune she was crooning to herself. 
The village alehouse, too, had its votaries. 
There, under an old, grim-looking, stunted 
elm, whose foliage looked datk and even 
blackened with the smoke sp constantly sent 
curling among its branches, sat ^^a right 

merrie companie,'' with foaming jugs of 

• *i 

bright brown ale, and making the welkin 
ling with tihie hearty roar. 

By the saints 1 it does one'? inmost soul*-* 
admitting that we SVttertain such a lodger--* 
good to join in a burst of that noisy merri^ 
ment. How it lifts the lasy blood ! Ha, 
ha, ha ! — ^that ia the music for one who lives 
to love glad, jocund life ! Ha, ha, ha I — ^wha 
co[old frown to hear that rise from the heart 
and rattle fr^m the throat ? Ha, ha, ha ! — 
one laugh against a million tears shall sink 
the beam. Faugh ! thou cramp-brained, 
stingy purse-drawer — ^thou niggard, denying 



THS urcajsH heisidb. 151 

thjsdf the feast to join whkh noTer ahiJl 
be thy ohsnce or hope again ! TVhat wiH 
the 0I066 of life's day be to thee ? The sink- 
ing of a pebble in the sttoon wherein not 
the mark of eveii a boroken babble dbaU re- 
main* Where wSl then be thy plots and 
sdbemeSy thy deep-resolved plans and piH^scts? 
All will hare passed with thy fareKth, and not 
so much as even the dull smear of a finger 
left to traee the track of thy befaig* 

And there, at the roaringi bkudng, lusdiig 
fixrge stood the Uadsmith^ inth the sleeves 
of his shirt i^rtomed and the cellar un- 
buttoned, re^ii^ and ^teamiiig over his 
work. A cozy lounge is that self-same Mack'- 
smith's shop for the id&D^g gossip* There 
he stands or rests against the most inviting 
post, nook, or ocnmer, and listens with greedy 
ears to the prevailing scandal and flying re- 
ports of the neighbourhood* That neigh- 
bonrhoody by the way, is his world* He lodes 
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not bejond the . confined -and cramped circnm- 
ference of the dominions over which ** flie 
squire" reigns paramount — ^the subordinate 
offices being filled by "the ricar," "tlie 
doctor," and "the lawyer^" This narrow 
circle condenses his hopes, his thoughts, and 
specuiatic^^. Beyond it he kno^ nothing- 
cbr^ for nothing, and aught relating to the 
ways and means pertaining, or in any way 
belonging, to the mystic circle, finds more 
fi^our in his eyes and senses — ^be it even the 
smell of a leg of mutton — ^than the Uazoned 
news of a nation's overthrow. Such is the 
contracted mental vision of nineteen-twentieths 
of "life in a viHage." 

" Think what- you may, and say what 
ye will," remarked a bystander, lounging 
against the edge of the blacksmith's forge, 
and looking at the proselyte of Vulcan beating 
a shapeless bar of red livid iron into tiie 
form of a horse-shoe upon his stubborn and 



^f^^yjMi aavil; «igay wliat you irill," re- 

peated he, ^'tlt^aa,^ parts will be dull eponc^ 
after Ned Swiffcf5c»ot'8 hanging." 

wHaV excXck^nied the bkdcsmith, -^^ 
t%e exertion »C a mighty Uow, and theft 

pg,,^ to adA a he isn't hong yet, roiai 

ye. No, no, xxol Stop a bit. Don'* ^ 
^jpok-anre that youTl go to that right ;" a^^ 
then he poked, the yet imperfect ahoe into 
the heap of damp coal dust, «td heaving **^® 
p^erona beUo^ws with his muacBlar a*"*^ 
go^e th« uftking flames roar agaon. 

it Who may live to see the ught's neither 
biere nor there," rained the loiterer ; " hut 
remember, Master Kidlywink," continued he, 
ggeaking slowly, and winking an eye, " Ned's 
^ the trap." 

«« I know that well enough,'' returned the 
blacksmith, still labouring at the poffing 
];)ellow8. ^' But I've known mere than one 
varmint break from the teeth of a gin— > 
ev0i of my making. " 



n 2 
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^^What, do you think he'll get out of 
Digberry jail ?" asked another of the idling 
loungers. 

^^ Perhaps I do, and perhaps I do not/' 
replied the perplexing blacksmith. 

" Why bless thee heart aloive, man 1 *' re- 
turned the first speaker. ^* Tha?e • never was 
one that did." 

" That's no reason why one shouldn't/' 
said Master Kidlywink, again histily hammer- 
ing away at the horse-shoe. ^^ Besides/' 
continued he, between the blows, ^^he isn't 
tried yet." 

" To be sure he a'n't," chimed in a third, 
who invariably coincided with the blacksmith's 
views concerning all matters and things, 
by reason of his implicit confidence in that 
worthy's proverbial sageness. '^To be sure 
he a'n't. And how often do we hear at 
quarter sessions of one of them mouldy- 
wigged chaps a-gettin' a feller scot free, not- 
withstandin', mayhap, he was seen brewin'." 
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^^ And pray, Mr Jack Slimmer/* remarked 
Master EldlyTriok^ with the air of an iiyured 
many ^^ii?here did you gain that sentiflnent?" 

^^ Oh I " ejaculated the crest-fallen Jack 
Sfimmer. ^^I'm only truaiti' your words/' 

^^ Very good t " returned the egotistical 
blacksmith,^ resuming his work. ^^I onty 
want my sentiments to be understood m 
my sentiments/^ continued he. ^^Folk are 
quite free to use 'em, but not to abuse 'em. 
And I call it abusin' 'em when they'rd given 
out as not drawn from the ri^ht bucket." 

^^I didn't mean anythin' o' that natur'/' 
added the object of Masitar Eidlywink's 
reproof. 

^^In that case I'ye nothin' more to say 
about it," remarked the blacksmith, with the 
air and bearing of a patron. 

^^ In course," observed oiie of Jack Summer's 
most intimate friends — so intimate, indeed^ 
that seldom but he partook deeply of every 
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tantkard of ale ordcgred for that worthy!8 
paiticulaf gi^tification — ^^ in oourae/' rq[)e«tod 
he^ ^^ none of us could give Jack eredlt £oar 
such sentiments as them." 

^^ Truth may be blamed — ^as I once said 
many a \(mg year ago, and since then it's 
been made into a copy for the childten at 
the Sondi^ school^ to write on their sand-^ 
board — ^truth may be blamed, but it camiot 
b9 shimmed. Now," contmued Master Kidly- 
wink, forgetful of the iron I^ to cool upoA 
the a^^, ^^Jaek Slimmer has his points, 
and some good points, too ; among 'em he's 
always re^y and wilUi^ to share the pot 
and the snack with his ndghbour. That's 
a very good point of his," said the Uackttnith, 
with marked emphasis, having a vivid rei^ol- 
leetion of f)requently being invited to share 
the generojos Jack's dainties. ^^But," re- 
sumed he, in that unmistakable voice which 
heralded the pouring of cold water upon tiie 
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eologium, ^^ Jack was never gifted with moiA 
flense, except nonseni^ie. In fact, Jadt's what 
may be called an ass.'* 

" Yes, yes, yes," chimed in several voices. 
^^ Certainly, that's what Jack is/' 

^^ I don't mean to say it by way of huiiiil* 
his fbelin's," continued the blacksmilli. ^^ By 
no maimer o' means. But I do say it becatule 
it's the truth." 

^^ He talks better than a book," observed 
an admiring listener. 

^^I was always considered more capable," 
replied Master Eidlywink. ^^ Men make 
books, sir; but a man didn't make me." 

^^Who did, then?" innocently inquired 
the abashed Jack Slimmer. 

The blacksmith dropped his eyes upon the 
extreme ends of Jack's toes, and slowly and 
minutely examined each squaze inch and 
barleycorn of his body, until they rested 
upon that individual's light, very light-blue 
and somewhat sheepish eyes. ^^My father. 
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mr, made me," he replied, still keeping a 
steady look upon the cowering Jack Slimmer. 
^^ Old Jem Eidlywink had the mannfactnrin' 
o^ me^ fflT} and I'm proud to say, air, he 
was uncommon starched with the job. And 
if youVe any doubt aa to the &ct^^ 

'' Oh, no ! " interrupted JadL. '' Oh, dear 
no ! " I only thought — " 

^^ Exactly so," broke in the blackamith« 
^^ But how oft^/' said he, shaking his head 
correctingly, " how offceUy" repeated he, " have 
I toLi you not to think. Jack? What is 
the use o^ friendly advice if so be you don't 
follow it ? Don't our parson tell ye so almost 
every Sunday? And don't/ tell ye so a 
good deal oftener?" 

*< And very kind it is o' you," returned 
the acquiescing Jack Slimmer. ^^ But one 
can't help a-makin' mistakes now an' th^." 

^That's c<»rect enough," rejoined Master 
Kidlywink, peparing to return to his wwk. 
^^ But we should avoid inakin' them all that 
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can. ' And fo^ *^^ tame to come, Jack/' 
rutmued he, ||te sure to think as little 

ag you're able." 

At this moment a lof]:ig shadow was thrown 

•vr^ the threshold of the door, and soon 

afterwards Mr Rohert Fulton entered with 

a crooked hack and limping gait. Close m the 

track of his heel his four wiry-headed terri«s 

f Uowed, and they seeooied to imbibe the same 

gliftcations of well-aasumed deception as 

^^^ masler ; for they dropped their noaes 

and hnng their tails, looking an ffl-fed, spirit- 

less, ill-conditioned lot. 

**Good evening, my masters," said he, 

saluting the assembly in a trembling, thin, 

gamdons voice. " Adzooks," continned he, 

hobbling to a block and seating himself with 

ilifficulty. " Adzooks ! hut time and the 

rheumatiz, Master Kidlywink, play sad 

pranks with me. I can't manage to creep 

far now, slow as I may crawl. No, no, no. 
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Shibrt stages and long breathing time's the 
oi^der of the day now." 

^^HaT' ejaculated the blacksmith, frmt. 
the effect of a sturdy blow dealt to the heated 
and now almost completed horse^shoe, making 
the c<»mscant atoiQS fly in. a shower around; 
^^ I can't see much difference in ye for the 
la^ ten .or fifteen year/' continued he. 

;^< Indeed 1 " rq^lied the ratcatcher, peering, 
thhkigh his thick, gray, shaggy eyebrows at 
the disciple of the sooty god ; but seeing' 
that there was^ nothing more meant than met 
the ear he withdrew his searching ga^e. 

^^No/' r^in^d Master Eidlywink^ drop* 
ping his weighty hammer and standing with 
folded arms at his ease, ^^I don't find any 
change in ye. Winter and summer you 
always look an old cripple, and always hare 
done since my recollection." 

^* I wasn't always so, though," returned 
Mr Fult(m. . ^*I remember the time," said 
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he, feebly attempting to whirl his staff^ 
^* when I conld have cracked any one o^ your, 
crowns, and liked a boat as well as any 
sin^e-stick player in the ooonty.'* 

" ^* That must haTe been many a long year 
aino^ I trow," obserred a by*6tandar, with a 
langh of derision. 

^^ Not so very long/' vq^lied 6oaku% Bol^ 
with a secret smile of edjoyment plajpiiig 
rdond his lips. ^^ At least," continued . hei 
** it doesnh; seem so." 

^^ Ay," rqoined the philosephioa) Uack* 
smith, >^that which is, and thAt wUkah ae^fw 
to be, ajre two very diffisrent pips^ and dpn't 
in any way come from liie same fruit." 

^^ You're right," returned the ratcatcher, 
" veiy right." 

^^ Pray, sir, may J ask when /was wrong?" 
inquired Master Eidlywink sharply, enter* 
taining s dim and indistinct perception that 
his privileges had, in some way or otiier, 
been infringed upon. 
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^^ Really/^ replied Mr Fulton, in a meet 
flattering tone and manner^ ^^old a£ I am, 
I don't remember a single instance, Mai»teir 
Kidlywink." . 

The blac^mith mirreyed the assembled 
group with a manner akin to ostentation. It 
plainly carried with it his personal conTictidn 
of his haying earned the well-merited com- 
pliment, and the unammous assent from the 
company was nothing more than an antici- 
pated matter of course. ^^ Yott see in me, 
gentlemen," it seemed to say^ ^^one who 
couldn't commit a mistake^ let him ti^ never 
so hard/' 

^^But we shouldn't boacrt of our good 
fortune in being wiser than our neighbours," 
remarked Mr Fulton, shaking his head and 
turning his eyes upwards with a very fair 
c<:mnterfeit semblance of pie1y« ^^If we 
possess more sense we should be thankftil, 
very thankful for the Messing, but not proud 
of it." 



, i«k» '**V 4o-«»*teion midway 



.0^-*. 



,W* 



the 1»«* 






..rr»" 



tepi 



)Ue* ,.it'e 



, have 



'«-^,*«<"W«r'uVtry 



.^'!r 



oS^ 



iV 



. til« 









«^*.*1^ 









rood- 



401).% '' 
If J"* ^i. 



,4 sot' 



d tl 



*!>»'' 












164 THE ENGLISH FIRESIDE. 

The blacksmith grinned with triumph, and 
resumed his labour. 

tVhile thus employed two or three of 
the idlers dropped off, some towards the 
Pig and Whistle, and. some towards their 
expectant spouses. As soon as thej had 
taken their departure, and the few remaining 
were closely occupied in watching Master 
Kidlywink's progress in his work, the rat- 
catcher rose softly from his seat, and, unob- 
served, crept towards a heap of old iron in a 
dark comer pf the shop. From this collection 
of rusty hinges, bars, bolts, screws, nails, and 
such like lumber, he selected two or three 
things, and, among others, a small thick-set 
file. Placing these in his pocket carefnlly, 
^he returned to his seat, and remarked, as he 
did so, ^^ that he imagined it was time to be 
stirring, for the mist rose fast and liis old 
bones felt the damp mighty 'cutely." 

" You don't find yourself now, then, in a 
humour to try a bout with cudgels," returned 
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the blacksmith, stretching forth his brawny 
arm for general inspection. ^^ I'm thinkin*, 
too," continued he, ^^ it must have been a dif- 
ferent kind of a shaped-un than tiiat for ye 
to cope with, eh?" 

"Why, I don't know that exactly," re- 
joined Mr Fulton. '^ I was a stout lad once, 
mind ye." 

" All you old chaps sing the same song to 
the sam^ old tune," added Master Kidly* 
wink, "because none can gainsay ye." 

"Well, well I" said the ratcatcher. "We 
won't quarrel about that. It's nothing but 
natural for the old and weak to prate of their 
former strength, ye know." 

"I suppose not," replied the blacksmith ; 
^^ but when I hear 'em talk so, I wish that 
they'd been of my time instead of those before 
me." 

" What, it makes your hackles bristle up?" 
rejoined Mr Fulton. 
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"Ay," returned the blacksmith between 
his teeth' ^^ I've no p^tiencQ to listen to any 
one's braggin' in my hearin', I never do it 
wywlf, aind I can't abide for pthers to blow 
their own horns. It does sound so unmu- 
sical." 

" I agree with you there," added the rat- 
catcher. " But as it's getting late, I must 
bid ye all a good night, my friwds." 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

** My resolution's placed, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : now from head to fbot 
I am marble-isoB^timt : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine.** 

" Grace must be mad, my lore," remarked 
aunt Deborah, cooling herself with a faii| 
which, for dimensions, would have served for 
—.and perhaps had — a remarkably convenient 
screen for a cheek-by-jowl flirtation. ^' Grace 
must be mad, my love," repeated the old 
lady, strolling by the side of her niece as 
they perambulated a flower garden in tbe 
decline of the afternoon. 

^^She is quite beyond all hearkening to 
reason," replied Blanch. " In truth, I cannot 
agP'in make the attempt to persuade her fro^l 
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the course she is taking. The pain that it 
causes both of us is such, that to preyent a 
useless recurrence I pvomised, to her urgent 
and almost perem^^iy request, not to name 
the subject again." 

^^Buty my dear child/' rejoined aunt 
Deborah, ^^ she must not be allowed to throw 
herself away in this fashion. Great heaven I " 
exclaimed she, ^^ think of its being talked 
and prattled by every tongue throughout the 
county that Grace WeUs, the daughter of a 
clergyman — and stich a clergyman — and a 
magistrate withal, is moonstruck by this in- 
corrigible scamp, branded rogue, and pro* 
verbial outlaw, Ned Swiftfoot I Upon my 
word, Blanch," continued she, with a slight 
interval to regain a considerable loss of breath 
from her unusual energetic delivery, ^' I could 
almost give the perverse, hot-brained thing 
a good spank on her ear. I could indeed." 

'^ It is truly melancholy to reflect upon/' 
returned Blanch; ^^but quite out of our 



J 
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power to control. To all and to eTerrthing 
represented by her father, EDen, myself^ yon, 
1^ Merton, Charles,, j^tA^ others who have 
ventured to address Grace npon the subject, 
she returns the same reply, and it is quite 

• • • 

hopeless to expect now that she will g^ve any 

other." 

*' The perverse, obstinate minx ! '* ejacu- 
lated aunt Deborah, lodng all patience at the 
thought. " Isn^t the wretch going to be 
hung for murder ? ' And what is the use, I 
should like to know, of any rational creature*s 
being in love with a m^ who is going to 

be hung ? " 

*- • 

^^ ^^Grace is quite sanguine in the belief that 
he will not be," replied her niece, "and is 
fully persuaded that the explanation given of 
his being discovered with the corpse of poor 
Mary is the true and just one." 

" And if it be, my love," rejoined aunt 
Deborah with a quivering lip — for she could 
never think of Mary without shedding a tear 

VOL. II. I 
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— " and if it be, my love," repeated the old 
lady, stopping two briny drops stealing down 
her cheeks, ^^the scoundrel merits hanging 
for treating the poor dear thing in such a 
manner. I'd have him hanged only for that 
— that's what I would ! " 

^^ He does not attempt to justify that part 
of his conduct, I hear," returned Blanch. 
^^ Indeed, no one can be louder in upbraiding 
him for the committed wrong than he is 
himself." 

'^ That is, certainly, an approach to an 
extenuation of it," added aunt Deborah. 
'^ To confess our errors and manifold wicked- 
nesses, we are told, child, is a great step 
towards obtaining forgiveness of them." 

^'And without a question," said Blanch, 
"we are told correctly." 

" Yes, my dear, yes," replied the old lady. 
" It's a majLim, I may say, without intending 
to laud my little tin-pot ways through life, 
that I've always acted up to. When a girl — 
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and a particularly disagreeable girl I 
I never, by any chance, purloined a bit of 
sugar from the caddy, or dipped my finger 
into the currant jelly-pots, but that I imme- 
diately confessed the fault/' 

Blanch smiled at aunt Deborah's simplicity 
and confession, and, after a pause, said — ^^ I 
am of the same opinion that Grace is con- 
cerning the charge against Edward Macrone. 
I do not believe him guilty of murder." 

'' WeU, well !" said the old lady, softened 
in her asperity against the outlaw, now that 
she was told he had admitted the error of his 
ways. ^^ Let us lean to the side of mercy, 
and hope that he may not be.*' 

'^ In that case I think we should render 
him assistance in obtaining the means of 
clearing himself of the imputation," remarked 
Blanch, ^^ and not leave Grace to be the only 
mover in his behalf." 

^^ Any step that we might take to render 
assistance," returned her aunt, *^ would, I 
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fear, be oonatrued into our countenancing 
Grace's strange and wild infatuation." 

^^ I haye thought of that," said Blanch, 
^^ But my conviction that the best course to 
pursue is to no longer oppose her bent." 

** What t would you advise us to yield to 
her extravagant inclination ?" asked the old 
lady, lilting her brow with astonishment and 
looking at her niece with profound surprise. 

^^ Yes," replied her niece, ^^ and by these 
means try to dissuade her from that which 
H cUrect opposition has failed to achieve." 

Aunt Deborah put on her pussling cap, 
and began to untie the knotty point with 
especial deliberation. 

^^ Charles and myself were discussing this 
mode of attaining our ends last eveidng," 
continued Blanch. ^^ Indeed, the plan origi- 
nated with him." 

^^And Tm not quite sure," replied her 
aunt, ^^ but that the plan is a very good one." 

^^ At least," r^oined Blanch, ^^ we cannot 
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make the matter worse bjr trying. The 
positive opposition which has heen used has 
proved not only useless, but, I believe, an 
incentive/* 

"Perchance it may have proved so," ac- 
quiesced aunt Deborah. 

"Mr Merton was quite of my opinion," 
said her niece. " He told me so when he 
called to-day." 

" Then you may rest assured that you are 
in the right," replied the old lady. "For, 
although a very thoughtless man where his 
own affairs and interests are concerned, he 
can give a remarkable good opinion and sound 
judgment upon those of others." 

"It would have been well for him," re- 
joined Blanch, "that this accomplishment 
had been transposed." 

"Yes, my dear," returned aunt Deborah, 
" it would have saved him a wonderful accu- 
mulation of trouble, poor man«" 

"Our intentions are," resumed Blanch, 
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" with the approbation of Mr Wells — ^which 
is next to certain of being obtained — to 
afford all the assistance to the prisoner for his 
defence on the trial that we can, and, itt 
the event of his being acquitted, to get him 
at once far, far away.'' 

^^ And a very capital thing it would be, 
not only on our charming Grace's account," 
replied aunt Deborah — ^^ which of course 
stands paramount — ^but for the whole county 
in general, and the gamekeepers in parti- 
cular." 

^^Yes," said Blanch smiling. ^^Tve no 
doubt others, besides oursdves, would con* 
sider it a subject* of great congratulation." 

^^ The bells, my love," said her aunt, 
^* would be rung in every parish church for 
miles round." 

^^Fm not so certain of that," replied 
Blanch. ^^ You must remember how popular 
the notorious Ned Swiftfoot is." 

^'Ay," rejoined aunt Deborah, ^'more's 
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the pity ! Sach fellows do mofe mischief 
by their example than ey^i by thdbr depre- 
dations. He deserves condign punishment," 
continued she. 

^' But still you would not have him snf^ 
for that which he did not commit,'' said 
Blanch. 

*^No, no, no — certainly not," replied her 
aunt. ** There is qiiite enough that he 
might be punished for justly without com- 
mitting any injustice towards him." 

^^ Still," returned Blanch, ^' his misdeeda, 
firom their daring and boldness, find admi- 
ration with the most injured." 

^* That is quite true," added aunt Deborah. 
^^ I have on several occasions felt quite glad 
at hearing of his escape firom the dangers he 
has appeared to court and defy." 

^^ And among the multitude I have enter- 
tained similar sentiments," said Blanch. 

^^But we should not entertain them," 
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replied the old lady. ^' They amount to 
something very like immorality/' 

^^ Perhaps they do/' rejoined Blanch. 
'^ Still, haying them, we do not increase the 
want of virtue by expressing what we feel." 

" Not if by expressing them we in no 
way tend to create them in others/' returned 
aunt Deborah. ^^But see/' she continued, 
giving an exclamation of surprise, ^^here 
comes Grace." 

With her eyes bent upon the ground, and 
walking slowly up the gravel drive towards 
the house, Grace approached them, but appa- 
rently unconscious of being watched or seen 
by her friends. 

^^ She does not perceive us," said Blanch ; 
^^let us hasten to meet her." 

^* Gro, my love," replied aunt Deborah, 
having a vivid impression left upon her 
memory that her footstep was anything but 
a match for her niece's light and nimble 
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. tread, ** (Jo, my love," repeated 3he, " and 
ru Mow ye." 

In a few moments Grace was in the arms 
of her well-beloved companion. 

" Tell me," said Blanch, " how dost feel 
this evening?" 

^^ I'm very sad," replied Grace, imprinting 
a kiss upon her friend's cheek, ^^ very sad, 
dear Blanch." 

^^ There is no fresh cause for sorrow, I 
trust?" 

" No, indeed," returned Grace. " I some- 
times think — and I do at this moment— that 
nothing could prove an addition to mine.'' 

" Cheer up, child, cheer up, my sweet 
child," said aunt Deborah, arriving just in 
time to hear the desponding answer of her 
favourite, and, taking her by both hands, 
she drew Grace to her bosom, and held her 
there kindly and tenderly. 

^' We must not have such forlorn sayings, 
dear one," continued she. " Fy, fy I We 

12 
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should trust and believe our sorrows are 
never incurable." 

^^ What hope can I have?" murmured 
Grace. 

" Plenty of hope," replied Blanch, " with 
so many friends' best wishes and exertions." 

" Yes, surely," added aunt Deborah. 
^' We were just spealdng of our ways and 
plans of assisting you in your endeavours 
to give freedom to this — as you say, 
and we believe — unjustly accused Edward 
Macrone." 

"Were you — were you recMyV^ ejacu- 
lated Grace, and looking as if she doubted 
the truth of what she heard. 

" In truth we were, child," replied aunt 
Deborah. " And provided you will consent 
to—" 

" I think, dear aunt," interrupted Blanch, 
"that we had better not name any con* 
ditions. If the object of Grace's solicitude 
be as fr^ from the crime as we are led to 
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hope, and even believe, there should be no 
conditions for the obtaining of our exertions 
to do justice to an innocent and persecuted 
man." 

" That is quite true, my dear," returned 
aunt Deborah, easily persuaded to any good 
intent or merciful consideration. " That is 
qmte true, my dear," she repeated, "and 
therefore we will not mention any." 

"What would you have said?" asl^ed 
Grace, with a faltering voice. 

" Nothing, my sweet love, nothing," 
replied aunt Deborah, in that particular, and 
yet indescribable tone, which left the impression 
that she possessed something big with fate 
in the reserve. 

"Do not keep me in suspense," rejoined 
Grace, turning her inquiring gaze from one 
to the other. "Nothing is so horrible as 
doubt and mystery." 

" Are you n6t satisfied with the assurance 
that we will render, and persuade others — 
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whose power is much greater — to reader 
every possible facility to obtain the acquittal 
and release of the prisoner?" inquired 
Blanch. 

^^ Oh yes ! " exclaimed Grace, clasping her 
hands energetically. " Oh yes ! " she re- 
peated. ^^ Grod of high heaven, if I could 
only be assured of such an end to my prayers 
and petitions ! " 

<( But — " and then aunt Deborah hesitated 
to proceed. 

^^ What ?" anxiously inquired Grrace, and 
looking as if she was about to hear the passing 
of her death-warrant. 

" Why, in the event of procuring his 
acquittal," replied aunt Deborah, regarding 
the face of her niece with great distrust as 
to the policy of her proceeding, "we, we, 
we — " and then the old lady arrived at a 
full stop in her speech. 

" We were saying, Grace," continued 
Blanch firmly, and yet she appeared to wring 
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her words forth with a desperate effi)rt, " that 
taking so much into consideration conoeming 
the interests, welfare, and happiness of the 
many, very many conoemed, that — " and 
then Blanch found herself as much at fault 
as aunt Deborah did. 

" I am a truly willing listener," added 
Grace, in a tone which savoured of the hoarse 
croak of a raven. 

" It is, indeed, a hard task to speak to 
you thus, Grace," returned Blanch. 

*' Do not, I beseech you," said Grace, 
" oare for explaining what is meant. I can 
listen to the worst." 

*' If acquitted, then," replied Blanch, sum- 
moning oU her resolution to speak, "you'll 
not do otherwise than assent to his immediate 
sojourn to a far distant land, and without 
a link or thread to bind his fate or lll-oon- 
ditioned fortune to yours, Grace." 

" Ay," rqoined aunt Deborah, " that Is 
precisely what I would have said, if I could." 
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"Then my reply is," answered Grace — 
and her eyes flashed, and her blood rose, 
effervescing to her veins, and crimsoned her 
cheek — "my reply is," repeated she, "that 
ril not comply with your request. His 
award, whatever it may be, is mine, if it be 
death itself." 

" Dear, dear, dear ! " ejaculated aunt 
Deborah. "What can be done, Blanch, my 
love, what can be done ? " 

" Let not another word pass upon the 
sulgect to-night," replied Blanch, hurriedly, 
seeing the excited state of her companion. 
"We will stroll in the laurel walk," con- 
tinued she, " and talk of other things." 

" Do, pray do," rejoined Grace ; " and 
yet," continued she with fervour, " if you 
would but speak, as I could hear you to 
doomsday I " 

" But, dear Grace," returned Blanch, 
"you are so wildly infatuated, that it is 
impossible to conform to your wishes. They 
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are so extravagant/' continued she, ^^that 
howevOT much we could wish to yield to 
them, you place it beyond the pale of our so 
doing.*' 

"Within or without it," added Grace, 
" there'll be. no swerving from my fixed and 
unalterable purpose." 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

" There's nothing in this world can make me joy ; 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man.** 

Fob many a long, weary, and lonely hour, 
Ned Swiftfoot had remained, like some figure 
carved from stone, upon the settle of his 
dungeon, ruminating upon a succession of 
gloomy thoughts. At length the clanking 
of bolts and bars roused him from his reverie, 
and soon afterwards the ill-favoured gaoler 
made his appearance. 

" A wisitor," briefly announced he. " Is 
he to come in?" 

" What's his name ?" returned the prisoner. 

" Can't tell," rejoined the keeper, " as I 
didn't ask, and he didn't say." 
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**Let him enter," said Ned; "for it 
matters not who it is." 
. ^^ Wery good," replied the gaoler, adding, 
as he flung the door of the cell wide open, 
^^ 70U may come in there ; for it matters 
not who ye are or what ye are. ^a, ha, ha!" 

^^ There's no occasion to mock my words 
or to laugh at my misery ! " exclaimed Ned 
passionately, springing to his feet, and making 
his chains and manacles ring again. , 

^^ There's music for ye ! " said the gaoler, 
striding jfrom the cell. " Oh I but you're a 
lively bird, although caged, when stirred up ! 
Ha, ha, ha! — there's music for ye!" and 
then he jingled the huge bunch of keys 
swinging at his girdle, and danced clumsily 
away. 

" What, Ned, my heart of oak ! " ejacu- 
lated Mr Fulton, entering the dungeon, and, 
catching the prisoner by his handcuffed 
wrists, he gave them a good, honest squeease 
of sincere friendship and pleasure at again 
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seeing his companion and partner in many an 
unlawful expedition. 

" I thought and hoped," replied the pri- 
soner, returning the pressure of the rat- 
catcher's gripe with interest, ''that you 
would have been here before." 

"An' well, Ned," rejoined Mr Fulton, 
" and so did I." 

" Why didn't you come, then ?" returned 
Ned. '' And where is my mother, that she 
doesn't visit me ?" 

'' All in good time, lad, all in good time, 
lad," added the ratcatcher, in the endeavour 
to repress the prisoner's fretting impatience. 

" Tell me quickly, however," said Ned, 
taldng a seat by the already resting Mr 
Fulton. 

" Then to the first part of the question," 
replied he ; ''I didn't come before, because 
I oould not have been of any use before. 
And to the last part of it, your mother hasn't 
been to see you, because she couldn't." 
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"Why?'' briefly aaked Ned, while the 
interest of his question was portrayed in the 
anxiety of his look. 

" She's a little too poorly, Ned," replied 
Mr Fulton. 

<^Not — ^not very so?" said the prisoner 
huskily. 

" Mind ye I '' replied the ratcatoher, " Til 
speak the truth. Don't be afeard that I'll 
deoeive ye. She's not very bad; but still 
so shook in her — " and he pointed signifi- 
cantly to his head — " that we oannot trust 
her here just at present." 

" Not mad ?" returned Ned, while his face 
became deeply lined and wrinkled, and his 
under lip quivered while he spake. 

" Not exactly — not exactly mad," replied 
Mr Fulton. "No, no, no. She'll soon 
recover from it." 

" Tell me the worst," cried the prisoner, 
clutching convulsively at the hands of his 
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companion, and wringing them in his iron 
gripe. 

<< I have/' replied the ratcatcher, as coolly 
as the tingling blood in his fingers would 
permit. " I have, Ned, my lad." 

^' Then is she not very ill ?" asked Ned, 
looking with a steady, inquiring eye, in the 
face of his informant. 

*' No," replied Mr Fulton, with a fervent 
wish that he could withdraw his fingers from 
the vice-like hold that clasped them. ^^ No," 
repeated he, ^* I do not think that she is 
very ill. Her brain wanders certainly, and 
her skin and tongue are dry and parched 
with fever, and her eyes are glassy bright ; 
but still all will soon pass away. It's only 
want of rest that makes poor Eat thus 
poorly." 

" Poorly 1" repeated the prisoner. " The 
symptoms are bad, very bad, I think." 

<* But she's been mending since sunset 
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and peeping through the wide and gaping 
keyhole to see u a glistening eye was a 
witness of his proceedings, ^'let us assure 
ourselves that we're not watched." 

" You needn't fear that," replied the pri- 
soner. ^^ I am sure that we are not. My 
gaoler is too careless of aught else than my 
safe custody." 

" Humph ! " rejoined the ratcatcher, pulling 
from some secret depth and chasm of his 
coat a flask of pure, unadulterated spirit. 
^^ Then take a good stiff dram o' that, Ned. 
It will open the windows of your brain, and 
let the light and air in. Ha, ha ! What a 
broom for cobwebs is good wholesome liquor ! " 

^^ I can generally think better without such 
stifling drinks," replied Ned, taking the 
offered flask. ^* But I feel now that a 
draught would do me a service," and suiting 
the action to the word, he gurgled such a 
deep, long drain from the vessel, that caused 
Soaking Bob's experienced eyes in such 
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matters to open wide, blink, wink, and stare 
with astonishment." 

^^ In good faith, Ned, my lad," gasped he, 
as his companion at length came to a stop 
in his drink. ^^ In good faith," repeated he ; 
^' bnt your Inngs are as sound as acorns, and 
your breath the longest / ever saw !" 

'^ Now," said Ned, upon the conclusion 
of his pull from the flask, and which appeared 
to have no more effect upon his breathing or 
speech than if it had been a pure, limpid 
draught from the stream. " Now," repeated 
he, ^^Fm a prepared and willing listener. 
Speak on." 

" If you were not sharpened up with such 
a stinger as that," replied Mr Fulton, holding 
up both his hands, and eventually receiving 
the flask from Ned's hand, which he had no 
sooner done than he applied it to his own 
lips. " If you were not sharpened up with 
such a stinger as that," repeated he, at the 
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conclusion of the refreshment, ^* I should 
be quite hopeless of ye, Ned." 

"But admitting that the grindstone has 
whetted my thoughts," rejoined the prisoner, 
shaking off the fit of his melancholy with a 
desperate effort, "say what ye have to say, 
and say it quickly," concluded he, with 
the careless, reckless manner of old, and 
making his manacles clank and chink as he 
spoke. 

" I love that spirit now, Ned," returned 
Mr Fulton. " In this dank, chilly cell, and 
with such checks and curbs upon your limbs, 
it comes warm and glowing to my breast. 
There is life, good, strong, capital strength 
in the words and way of speaking them. I 
have," continued he, "felt a little out of 
sorts, upon other occasions, at such rollicking, 
roistering ways; but now — ha, ha! — they 
warm me, Ned, yes, yes — they warm the 
poor old man." 
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" Ha, ha, ha !" roared Ned. " The poor 
old man! Ha, ha, ha!" 

" Hush ! " returned the ratcatcher, looking 
cautiously round. " Don't, Ned, pray don't. 
Recollect walls, sometimes, have ears." 

" Not they," replied Ned, budly. " Not 
they. Cat-footed, lynx-eyed, pricked-eared 
folk say so," continued he, increasing in his 
devil-may-care bearing ; « but it's a lie— a 
cursed, naked lie." 

" Stay, stay," added Mr Fulton, in doubt 
upon the policy of placing his hand over the 
mouth of his noisy friend. "Stay, stay. 
The rats between them have, recollect." 

" There are no rats h&^" said Ned 
Swiftfoot. "Not even a rat to Uaten; so 
fear nothing." 

"I know," replied ^ Fultoa, in the 

softest and most su]^ , ^n» poesiUe for 

Mm to drop words ^^* iiis oiHj tongue, 

" that you are not u^ "* iiq.tior, Ned ; but 

pray don't let one sti^*^aitt overcome and 

VOL, U, K 
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beat your reason to a stand-still. My object 
was to warm and thaw your thinking glue ; 
not to melt it into a thin, watery fluid/' 

^^ No fear, no fear, old Soaker," rejoined 
the prisoner more quietly. '^ I'll not let the 
liquor flare the flame too high." 

^^ Can you still manage to draw it a little 
lower in the socket?" asked the ratcatcher 
blandly. 

" Ay," replied Ned, " Fll be as tame as 
a dead rabbit." 

" Very good," returned Mr Fulton, getting 
sbme few inches nearer to the side of his 
companion, and rmdering his voice to the 
smallest audible toM. ^^Then, listen." 

^^ With both my ears and all my heart," 
replied Ned. 

'^ Tou are tired of tiiis, I suppose ?" said 
Mr Fulton, making a circle with his straight* 
ened finger to the narrow and confined walls 
of the cell. 

" As heartUy tired and sick," repUed the 
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prisoner, ^^ as a broken-winged hawk might 
be of the ground on which she limps." 

"I hoped so," shortly replied the rat- 
catcher. 

"Why?" asked Ned, with a start of 
astonishment. 

"When the wish is strong to be f5pee," 
rejoined Mr Fulton, " the ways and means 
are particularly near and dose relations." 

" Free ! " exclaimed Ned. " I shall not — 
cannot be firee, unless found, as I am, guiltless 
of the crime" — and his strong frame shook 
as he spoke — " with which I am charged." 

" You charged yourself, remember," replied 
Mr Fulton. 

" Yes," rejoined the prisoner, bursting into 
a towering passion ; " but didn't I explain — " 

" To be sure you did," added his com- 
panion quickly. 

"WeU!" 

"And the explanation wasn't believed, I 
think," returned the ratcatcher. 
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^^ You needn't speak so cautiously/' said 
the prisoner, with irritation in his manner 
and tone. " You hnow it wasn't believed ; 
but that's no reason that it shouldn't be." 

" Yes it is," replied Mr Fulton. " In my 
opinion, when a thing has failed, from the 
same cause it may fail again." 

" Then let it fail and be cursed," rejoined 
the prisoner. " I'm prepared for any event." 

" Eh ? " inquired the ratcatcher. 

" I say," replied Ned loudly, " that I am 
ready for any end that may await me. 
Liberty or the gibbet." 

^' Ah ! " ejaculated Mr Fulton, closing his 
eyes and shaking his head. ^^ I should like 
to see you free again, Ned. It was a fine, 
a glorious sight," continued he, ^^ for a man 
— supposing he wasn't a ranger or a keeper — 
woman, or child to witness you, Ringwood, 
and Dart, chasing and running into a deer. 
It was, upon my soul, a right glorious sight. 
And although I — from a few trembling 
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motives of prudence — never had any incli- 
nation to join in the glory ; among the 
hundreds, nay thousands of your admirers for 
the bold, fearless act, there is not one, Ned, 
that ever admired the act more than Soaking 
Bob." 

"What y^m?" said the prisoner. 
" Ay," replied Mr Pulton, " not one ; 
although I lectured ye sometimes upon the 
danger attending it." 

" I must say you astonish me," rejoined 
Ned. 

" And you're not the first that the truth 
from my tongue has astonished," returned 
the ratcatcher, facetiously. 

Ned laughed at this reply heartily, and 
regained all his good humour. 

" There was nothing on earth more dashing 
or more fearlessly performed," resumed Mr 
Fulton, still dwelling upon the subject. " At 
break of day," continued he, still keeping 
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his eyes shut, and resting upon the powers 
of his imagination for the faithfuhiess of his 
picture; ^^a fine, fat, round-haunched, deep* 
flanked, broad-breasted, thick-necked buck 
was roused from his lair, and then away 
went fiingwood like a fleet-winged pigeon, 
making the air echo with his deep bay and 
musical note. Then Dart threw his thinner 
cry to the leader and favourite's tongue, and 
flew to the work with a no less hearty will to 
throat the game. ^ Have at him, Ringwood ! ' 
started many a rustic from his still drowsy 
sleep. And whose voice was that, Ned?" 

^^Mine,^ shouted the prisoner, with a 
crimson cheek and flashing eye. ^^ Mine,** 
repeated he, jumping to his feet. 

^^ Stop, stop," returned the ratcatcher. 
'^Sit down. It's no use getting on your 
legs with those ornaments and rings upon 
them. A man, even with your bone and 
muscle, couldn't run and jump thus weighted." 
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^^ If they were but off, and I outside these 
walls/' added the prisoner/' I feel now that 
I could distanoe my own shadow." 

^^ Slower speed, Ned," said Mr Fulton, 
^^ and one that wouldn't make yawr mouth 
gape very wide, would soon place you a long 
distance from this place." 

^^But what is the use of talking so?" 
returned the prisoner, reseating himself on 
the settle by the side of his companion. 

^' There may be a great deal of use," 
rejoined Mr Fulton, in a mysterious tone. 

^' Say what you mean," added the prisoner, 
^^ I hate such cloaked hints." 

^^ I will, then," said Mr Folton, seriously 
taking the hand of his companion. ^^ Then 
the sooner you are in a situation to show 
the turnkeys of this county' establishment 
your heels the better." 

^^ But tell me how ?" replied the priscmer, 
galled at the seeming impractibility of the 
suggestion. 
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" These," rejoined the ratcatcher, bringing 
from a breast pocket of his coat three files, 
a strong pair of pincers, and a coil of watch 
spring, jagged like a saw, " would soon effect 
the escape of a worse mechanic." 

" And would you advise me to use them ?" 
asked Ned. 

"Ay," replied Mr Fulton, forcing the 
tools into his hands. "They're your only 
chance to give your enemies the slip." 

"But—" Ned hesitated. 

" Speak," returned the ratcatcher. " You 
trust in a friend; but one, remember, that 
keeps a very watchful eye to his own comforts 
and security. " So," continued he, " what 
you have to say let it be said now, as Fve 
no intention of repeating my visits very often 
during your stay here." 

"What I was about saying," added the 
prisoner, "is that I had no intention of 
trying to make an escape ; but to rely upon 
the defence at my trial." 
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"Defence at your trial," repeated the 
ratcatcher, with a sneer. " Pooh, pooh ! *' 

"Why do you think the truth so likely 
to be disbelieved?" inquired Ned. 

"Because it doesn't appear so," replied 
Mr Fulton, " and people don't wish to think 
that it is true. Ninety-nine out of every 
hundred having any power in these parts, 
one way or the other," continued he, " are 
in a mind to swing ye by the neck. Thafs 
the reason I don't think the truth is likely 
to be believed." 

" I have more friends than you are aware 
of," rejoined Ned. 

"If you have," argued the ratcatcher, 
" they're too few to do ye any good service. 
I know what will — ^what must be your end 
if you remain rotting here until the day of 
trial. You'll die the death of a dog." 

" Then I'll not die that," said the prisoner. 
" No, by God ! " exclaimed he, " if I am to 
die it shall be no such tame, sickening death. 

K 2 
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To-night and I'll unshackle myself, and before 
sun-rise be as free as the lark that I have 
often kicked unknowingly from her nest." 

" Well spoken, Ned — well said I " exclaimed 
Mr Fulton. " But have you thought to 
what point you'll steer when on the right 
side of these thick, stone-braced walls ? " 

" Home," replied Ned. 

^^ Fish ! " ejaculated the ratcatcher pet- 
tishly. 

^^ Tou might as well, and had better, save 
yourself the trouble of breaking out." 

"Why so?" asked the prisoner. 

"You'd be trapped again before night," 
replied Mr Fulton, " in spite of the devil." 

" Then where would you have me go ?" 
inquired Ned. 

" To the coast as quick as legs or any- 
thing else that chance may present," returned 
the ratcatcher, "will carry you. Then get 
into a fishing-sma^k, smuggler, or washing- 
tub, and get out to sea, and away from all 
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due and trail of your whereaboats befo^r^^ ^^ 
have tame to get upon a whifF of the — ^ 

^'Your advice, Bob, sounds plea^Sj 
said his companion, taming restlessL^ ^^ 

his seat, and trying to fold his anx^^ u^^^ 






his breast, but his tetters preveut^^ 
movement, and he dashed his arms P^^^sioj^ ^^ 
by his sides, muttering an iU-oonceal^^ ^ J^^ 
while he did so. 

" It's good, healthy advice," replied \r 
Fulton. "It's advice thafU save ve «. * 
it's backed with the very strength aud spii^j^ 
of carrying it out," continued he, bringinjp 
forth a small canvas bag, well lined with 
gold, and pressing it into Ned's hand. 

For some few seconds not a word was 
spoken by either. Ned remained in a 
thoughtful posture, looking at the gold aa 
if unconsdous of what he held, and his 
lips moved in council with his secret thoughts; 
but no sound came from them. 



i 
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^^Tou appear to be in doubt/' remarked 
Mr Fulton, after the pause had stretohed 
beyond the endurance of his patience. 

^^No," replied his companion, ^^my mind 
is made up." . 

"You'll follow my suggestion?" 

" I will," rejoined Ned, " that is to say, the 
variation of it is so trifling that you'll not 
consider — " 

"Let me know what it is," interrupted 
Mr Fulton, earnestly. "Tour variations 
may be terribly dangerous." 

" I must keep them to myself at present," 
replied Ned. 

" Then I'm certain there is danger," re- 
joined the ratcatcher. " For whenever, Ned, 
you keep a secret from me it is always because 
of the risk that's in it." . 

" There is none in this," added the prisoner, 
thoughtfully; "and yet I will not tell ye 
what it is." 
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" WeU, wdl ! " exclaimed Mr Pulton, 
"when yon say ^wiU* or will *n(rf/ there's 
an end of the business as a matter of course." 

" rU be with you at sunrise/' observed 
Ned. " These walls shall not hold me another 
day." 

" I shall expect to meet you then/' replied 
Mr Fulton, " about that time — a little before 
rather than after would be better, mind ye— 
at the comer of Marygold lane." 

" Shall I not see my mother ?" inquired 
the prisoner. 

" What would be the use ?" returned Mr 
Fulton. Just now she wouldn't recognize 
you/' continued he, " and if missed from here 
early, that, perhaps, would be the first place 
they'd seek you in." 

"Let it be so, then/' added Ned. 

" This you may find serviceable, too," said 
the ratcatcher, untwisting from his body a 
long coil of rope made with horsehair. " It 
is thin, but very strong." 
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Ned took the rope, and after examining 
it, asked his companion to wind it round 
his waist, under his garments. 

" There, my lad," remarked Mr Fulton, 
upon the completion of his task, ^^ now you 
have tools enough for a job which, if not 
done in a workmanlike manner, will con- 
siderably diminish my good opinion of ye." 

^^ You shall haye no reason to complain," 
replied the prisoner. " When I'm visited for 
the last time this evening," he continued, 
^' I'll commence cutting through steel, stone, 
and iron." 

"Ay, don't be in a hurry," rejoined Mr 
Fulton. " Tour tools are so good, and your 
will so strong, that it won't take many hours 
to give 'em the slip, I know." 

" When these crippling rings and locks are 
off," returned Ned, looking at his wrists and 
ankles, " I'll be out in the crack of a whip." 

"I know you will," said the ratcatcher. 
"And now, my lad," continued he, "that 
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the object of my visit is over, and the re* 
maining longer might create suspicions, Til 
say God speed ye ! " 

^^ Thanks, many thanks,'* returned the 
prisoner, grasping the hand of his companion. 
"We shall soon meet in — " 

" Yes, yes," interrupted Mr Pulton. " No 
doubt about it ; but you needn't be too par- 
ticular in mentioning where. I hate a multi- 
tude of words in important affairs. A silent 
tongue, Ned — a silent tongue gives prcmiise 
of a prudent head. What ho, there! let 
me out." * 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

** Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that, 
And manage it agunst despairing thoughts." 

Thebe were but a few hours between Mr 
Fulton's departure and the decline of the 
harbinger of the day, and the great, glorious 
giver of life, but they hung, or seemed to 
hang, in a heavy, sleepy, slumbering course, 
as if they were half resolved to back upon 
their axles, and retrace the course of their 
diurnal track. Slow, very slow, did the long 
streaking shadows, creeping through the 
barred and grated aperture of the prisoner's 
cell, give way to the increasing darkness, till 
at length all became blended in one thick, 
sombre shade and hue. And then, when even 
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the waning \\g\it told that the time was 
come for tlie gaoler's last visit to the cell, he^ 
too, ^as iBiter on his errand than his wont. 
Such is e^ex the effect of the tardy move- 
ments of -those whose very sluggishness adds 
to the li-vi^ flame of our impatience. 

" "May X grow old quicker than a feather's 
scorched in hell ! " exclaimed he, snapping his 
teeth together with rage, " but this is more 
than 1 can bear as I ought and promised. 
The very daylight has been creeping into 
darkness with the crawl of a snaQ, and now 
that grinning mask of a trapped fox, my 
gaoler, seems inclined to play the laggard, 
I could beat his brains out with my fetters. '^ 
Ked's rage generally increased with the 
speed that a skyrocket reaches its altitude, 
and, unlike that sparkling composition of 
smutty charcoal and -foul saltpetre, there were 
no limits to its apex. 

Well was it that jnst at this time the 
heavy tread of the gaoler was heard tramping 
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along the corridor, and at every stride the 
gingling of his hunch of antique-fashioned 
keys, clinked together and heralded, in a 
discordant key, his now welcome approach. 

With a more sturdy thrust than usual he 
threw back the bolts in their fastenings, and 
kicked the door of the cell open with so 
sudden and abrupt an action that it squeaked 
loudly upon its hinges, as if in agony at the 
rude, blunt in-comer's untimely violence. 

^^ Well ! " ejaculated the keeper — and as 
the truth must be chronicled here, it should 
be mentioned at this particular stage of the 
narrative, that a certain fringe of scarlet 
round the lids of his eyes, and an un* 
natural fire glistening in them, making 
them blink and wink in a strangely fashioned 
style, created an impression that he had been 
indulging lately in potations deep as they 
were vigorous in producing palpable effects. 
" Well I " repeated he, standing in the door- 
way, bearing in one hand a stone jug filled 
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with a quart of good pure water, and in the 
other a loaf of dark-brown wheateo bread. 
*' Here's your supper, my singing crow, mj 
merry jackdaw, my croaking raven. Have 
ye an appetite for digestion?" 

" Put down the food," replied Ned, suriily, 
not even raising bis eyes to look at his visitor. 

" Food I " repeated the gaoler, bestowing 
a sideway glance apon the load in each of his 
bands, with a disdainM twist of his nether 
lip. " You call this food ? — I don't." 

" It's the only kind you bring me," rejoined 
the prisoner. 

" I won't deny that," returned the gaoler, 
advandng with a sta^^ering effort into the 
eell. " I wm't deny that," repeated be. 
*' But then, d'ye see, it's the county 
allowance." 

*' Then leave it, and leave me," said Ned. 
^ " I am satisfied." 

'Are ye?" returned be. "Then what 
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I've got to say is that jou're easier satisfied 
than I should be ; that's all." 

His prisoner made no answer or observation. 

" That was a wery nice kind of a wisitor," 
said the gaoler, putting down the untempting 
viands, and standing with unsteady gait, 
<* a wery nice kind of a wisitor," repeated 
he. " What's his name ?" 

" Fulton," briefly replied Ned. 

" Then Fulton's a jolly good fellow," re- 
joined he, '* and carries as nice a drop of 
pure good liquor about him as was ever 
my good lot to taste. Taste, thought" 
continued he. ^^ Ha, ha, ha ! But he 
made me drain every drop from his flask, 
although I couldn't do it in one pull. No, 
no, no. It took a couple — a good couple, 
if I may so say, of long, strong pulls." 

Ned now raised his eyes to the features of 
the gaoler, and, seeing the policy of the rat* 
catcher glowing in the countenance of the 
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gaoler, a smile took the place of the sneer 
upon his lips, as he felt that this might be of 
material assistance in facilitating his escape. 

^^ Tou look good-humoured now," said the 
gaoler, observing the change in his pri- 
soner's demeanour, ^' and as I should like to 
leave you in one, by way of change, I'll 
bid ye good night." 

'^ Good night," said his prisoner, and he 
congratulated himself that he was at length 
left alone. 

^^ And now," said Ned, communing with 
himself, while a warm glow spread itself from 
head to heel " for freedom." 

The files had been well chosen for the uses 
to which they were to be applied. Hard, 
sharp, and rasped deeply, so that their teeth 
would not wear smooth in a work of length 
and difficulty, Mr Fulton proved himself to 
be no novice in the selection, and the jagged 
watch spring evinced a superior knowledge 
of what would make its way through sted 
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and iron possessing more than ordinary 
resistance. 

The irons upon Ned's wrists were coupled 
together with two long and thick links, which 
gave him much use of his hands, although 
they greatly impeded the progress of his 
labour, and these were the first objects of 
his attack. Quickly he drew the keenest 
file that he possessed across the end of the 
links, which constant friction had worn con- 
siderably thinner than the centre of them, 
and, pausing every now and then in his 
work to listen if the grating noise caused 
any attention within, he severed them before 
the perspiration upon his brow began to 
trickle down in globes upon his cheeks. 

With a throb of pleasure they fell apart, 
and then, with renewed vigour, he commenced 
filing each of the thick-locked clasps from 
his fretted wrists. 

Had not the moon, now rising brilliantly, 
and without a cloud to dim her lustre, dipped 
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a bright ray through the grate of the cell, 
and afforded sufficient light for the labourer's 
work, morning must have broken long before 
it could have been completed. But now he 
could see to keep cutting in the same spot, 
and although, with the weight and eagerness 
of his nerved hand, it slipped occasionally, 
and inflicted many a flesh wound, yet he 
maintained his purpose steadily, and it was 
not long before one of the clasps fell clanking 
on the stones with a startling sound. Then 
with the freed and unburdened hand he 
worked afredi, and it was not many minutes 
before the other snapped from his wrist. As 
his irons were remoyed so did Ned's spirits 
and energies mount. He could scarcely re- 
fiuin from giving a ^^ whoop " of delight as 
he conmienced sawing at the heavy fetters 
riveted to his ankles. These, indeed, proved 
to be tougher material, or at least thicker; 
for the file seemed to make but little im- 
pression upon the massive ring, although he 
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ground his teeth with the energy with 
which he laboured, and tl^e perspiration 
trickled from every pore in his body, until it 
streamed from him. At length, howeyer, 
he felt that the instrument was becoming 
buried in the metal, and in a quarter of an 
hour more the obstinate fetter was cut in 
twain. 

Ha, ha 1 — ^yes, his heart laughed, but not 
a sound came from his lips. No, he sawed 
on, and on, and on in sil^aoe, until his muscles 
ached and his joints cramped, and his tongue 
became parched with thirst, and he felt 
that a draught of water would have been a 
taste of heaven; but his pitcher had long 
since been emptied of the last drop. Still 
he would have sung or whistled, had not, for 
once, and perhaps the only time in his life, 
a feeling of prudence overcome the impulse. 

One more — ^yes, one more good, hearty 
minute's work, Ned, and '^ the consummation 
so devouUy wished for" shall be accomplished* 
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There, now you are free, free — ^from manacles 
at least — as the mountain roe. There are 
no dangling, chinking, clanking irons upon 
your limbs now, Ned, and if they are galled 
and fretted here and there, still they are 
left with no weakness in them. No, they 
are as they were, well-knit and girted with 
sinewy strength, and fit for aught that might 
become a man, and, mayhap, a little more. 

Ned took two or three strides across his 
cell, and stretched his arms as if to assure 
himself that he was no longer encumbered 
with the fetters and manacles, and after thus 
employing some few minutes, and having 
regained his breath and exhaustion, he stood 
looking at the grated window as if deter- 
ndning what course to take. 

" That's my only outlet, I think," said he, 
communing with himself. " If I worked my 
way to the inside, I should not know which 
way to turn or steer ; and if I climbed that 
yawning chimney and forced the bars which 
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are certain to be placed here and there across 
it, I should be at a loss, perhaps, how to get 
from the roof ; for although my line is strong 
and tough, there's not enough of it to dangle 
for a drop to the ground. No, that's the 
loophole for my escape, and yet to reach 
the bars to cut them through, seems to be 
beyond my power,'* continued he, glancing 
round the cell for the means of climbing to 
the grating, some twelve feet above his head. 
But there was nothing. "If I could but 
fix myself even with the dutch of two 
fingers to a single bar," said he, "Fd 
cut through double the stop in a handful of 
seconds." 

Like a panther in a cage, Ned paced to 
and fro, and momentarily increased in the 
desperate determination of getting on the 
outside of his prison. 

"I have it," said he, between his teeth, 
in a hissing whisper, as if the thought, quickly 
engendered, was scarcely ripened for action; 
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^' I have it/' repeated he, and then he stood 
measuring the distance from the ground to 
the grating. Ned's movements followed in 
quick succession upon the compassing of 
them, and in a few moments he began digging 
with the point of his stoutest file into the 
wall, some four feet from the floor, and 
immediately under the barred window. 
The stones were old and hardened by time, 
and it occupied many minutes of vigorous 
work to produce an impression upon them. 
The sparks flew from the steel, and clicked 
against the grey, age- worn flints, until there 
appeared to be a great deal more sound than 
anything else in Ned's arduous labour. Be- 
tween each stroke he turned a quick ear to 
listen if his proceedings were overheard ; but 
finding no apparent disturbance had been 
created, he continued his task with a steady 
perseverance to attain his purpose. At 
last, a hole sufficiently large for the admittance 
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of a hand, or the end of a foot, was made, 
and then he commenced another, some few 
inches out of the perpendicular, and about 
three feet from the one already formed. 
Progressing in this way, and raising himself 
from one to the other by using the small 
cavities as he would the steps of a ladder, 
he, after some four hours' incesswt toil, found 
himself within reach of the grating. 

Then he began filing the rusty, neglected 
bars, . which crumbled before his toothed 
watch-spring saw, as if they had been wax 
before the pressure of heated iron. To drive 
three from their fastenings was but the work 
of a few minutes, and then — ^for he could 
not deny himself the pleasure — Ned dashed 
his clenched fist through the window, made 
of horn, — glass being at the time of the 
erection of that prison an unknown luxury, — 
and he felt the fresh breath of the scarcely 
breathing mom as it streamed through the 
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aperture, and fanned his heated, glowing 
cheek, and cooled his clammy lips with the 
freshness of her dewy, maiden kiss. 

He almost paused to inhale the breeze, 
laden with the faint perfiune of the closed 
rose and jessamine; but the pale streak of 
light in the eastern horizon, and the shrill 
clarion crow of some wakeful cock, gave 
tidings of the coming day, and so he made no 
check in his yet uncompleted labours. And 
now he found the priceless yalue of Mr 
Fulton's gift in the shape of the horse-hair 
rope, and finding from its generous length, 
and anticipating, correctly, that he might be 
in further requisition of it, he passed it round 
a couple of the bars of the grating until it 
reached the middle, without fixing a loop or 
knot, and then, grasping both the ends, 
squeezed himself through the aperture head- 
foremost, and let himself slide gently down- 
wards. Upon getting to the end of the 
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line, as it was then doubled, his ieet still 
dangled in the air, and, having mounted a 
galleiy to be conducted into his cell, he was 
ignorant how far terra Jirma might be from 
them. 

" If not my neck, I may break my legs," 
thought he, as he hung suspended by a firm hold, 
" and one would be about as bad as the other." 
. For a few seconds he maintained his 
doubtful position, and then, bis determination 
being taken, he let one of the ends of the 
line run through his fingers, and fell, some- 
what heavily, on the paved court beneath, a 
distance of little less than eighteen feet. 
But triflingly bruised, however, by the fall, 
he jumped upon his feet, and hurried towajrds 
the outer wall, which presented a still more 
formidable barrier to his flight than the 
obstacles he had overcome. This boundary 
of the prison was between thirty and forty 
feet in height, and, slanting inwards, with 
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a smooth surface of brick, o&red an appa- 
rently insurmountable obstruction to the 
prisoner's escape. 

Without, however, an instant's reflection, 
Ned took hb files from his girdle, where they 
had been fixed, and tied them in their centres 
to the end of his trusty cord, then receding 
some paces from the wall, he threw the line 
hummingly over the top, with the view of 
catching the coping of the wall with the 
files, so as to get a firm hold and strain upon 
the rope. Once, twice, and even thrice he 
cast them in vain ; but the fourth time they 
caught the projecting ledge, and straining upon 
the line and finding that it would bear him, 
he drew himself up, hand over hand, and 
reached the top. in safety, although a jerk 
now and then in his progress gave him the 
fearful information that his means of ascent 
were anything but firmly fixed. It was not 
the work of a second to secure the line so 
as to let himself down from the height, and 
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then, letting it run through his hands until 
they felt as if clutching livid iron, he dropped 
upon his feet like a light-limbed cat, and, 
turning one look to the top of the wall, as if in 
his triumph, he gave two or three bounds, like 
a stag before he starts at his utmost speed, 
and then away he went with his heart in his 
foot, to gain the longest distance in the 
shortest time within the power and stretch 
of his thews and sinews. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

M The strongest oaths are straw 

To the fire i' the blood.'* 

Mr Fulton had been pacing, long before the 
break of day, in, about, and round the spot 
appointed for the meeting with Ned Swift- 
foot, for he never for a moment believed 
but that the proposed scheme for his escape 
would be accomplished, more particularly 
when he thought of the means he had fur- 
nished with so much care and circumspection. 
dtiU Ned came not. The flickering stars 
faded one by one before the broader light 
of day, and the sun's rays, darting from the 
east with a sudden burst, shut out at once 
the remaining struggling lights which alone 
can shine when earth's lamp is hidden. 

L 2 
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" He certainly couldn't have failed," solilo- 
quized the ratcatcher, striding onwards with 
his chin bent upon his breast. ^^ Failed !^^ 
repeated he. " No — ^he would have burrowed 
through a dozen such ancient earths with 
those tools, or I mistake my man. Then why 
isn't he here? Humph!" exclaimed Mr 
Fulton, " I might as well ask why the seeds 
of the. downed thistle whirl, twirl, twist, and 
twine before they reach the ground. They 
have their vagaries, and he has his. And yet 
who can tell the why or the wherefore?" 

Mr Pulton continued to walk up and down 
the lane, until the daylight became so positive 
that he began to dwell upon the prudence 
of retiring into the depths of a neighbouring 
ditch, or behind the crabbed trunk of a 
stunted pollard hard by, instead of exposing 
himself to the inquisitive eye of the glaring 
sun. 

" If anybody should see me here," thought 
he, "it will be a matter of question why I 



THE ENGLISH FIEE8II>Bi. 227 

waa here. Confound it'-" a.xid as the 
thoughts take sometimes \o<^ ^eins with the 



better judgment, Mr Fulto» ^oolc the liberty 
of expressing his in that tbrixi, which a, 
bystander, at some little d^tance, might have 
become acquainted with ^tUout the exercise 
and strwning of his shajrpest sense of hearing. 
« Confound it," repeated, be, ** I'm losing all 
patience with his tard.ixi.eS8." 

" Then lose no in.o:re " called a voice, 
«' lose no more," rep^^^ted he ; " but hark 
back to what is lost I Here I am. Soaking 
Bob ; new cap and regain your lost patience." 
"Thank—" Mr Fxilton had a powerful 
inclination to thank G-od ! but checking him- 
self in the remembrance that he haA so 
frequently neglected tug thanksgivings that 
it would savour untinaely then to commence 
one, he concluded tlx^i sentence hy " thank- 
ing his stars and gaxters, and blessing his 
eyes that they then sa.^ an ohject within the 
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iM>mpa8s of their range so solicitously anti- 
cipated." 

^^ Ned, my lad," said he, clutching his 
outstretched hand, ^^it's better than ^e- 
water to inflamed eyes to see ye. What has 
made ye so long ?" 

" Ask no questions," replied Ned Swift- 
foot. " And if an hour or two later than we 
agreed upon ; still here I am." 

^^ An' I am right truly glad to be able to 
say that those words are the truth, Ned," 
rejoined the ratcatcher. " 'Fore God ! I 
began to doubt whether you'd not been foiled 
in the breaking from the trap?" 

^^ I could have broken through a dozen 
such in this time," said Ned boastfully. 

^' Then what made you so long after your 
^ime?" returned the ratcatcher. 

"Eh?" replied Ned. 

** I say," repeated Mr Fulton, "then what 
made you so long ?" 
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" Dam'me I *" replied Ned. ^' You're not 
my confessor, are ye?" 

"Ned, Ned," rejoined Mr Fulton, in an 
admonishing tone and manner, "you've 
been gaUivanting; and I must say," continued 
he, "that such a course is worse than iQ 
timed. It tastes, my dear lad, at this nick 
of circumstances, especially peppered with 
desperation, and I hate that slip-knot in a 
man's manners. It is certain to hang him 
in a very awkward predicament." 

" Give me no more of your preaching," 
returned Ned ; " I'm in no cue to listen to 
sermons. Say what you wish me to do, and 
I'll do it." 

" Get away from here," added Mr Fulton, 
" as quickly as your means and power will 
enable ye." 

" I know that you speak for my safety and 
welfare," said Ned Swiftfoot, wringing the 
hand of his companion — " but I cannot, will 
not stir an inch." 
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Mr Fulton's eyes stretched with such pal- 
pable, unmitigated astonishment at the hearing 
of these words, that he did nothing but 
continue to stretch them, and, considering 
the earnestness of the labour, perhaps • it was 
quite sufficient for his entire occupation. 

" No," observed Ned, after a lengthened 
pause, ^' I will remain and defy the pack 
that have tried, in vain, to run me down 
for years." 

" But you promised to gain the coast," 
replied Mr Fulton, scarcely able to hear with 
the calmness of his general bearing, the decla- 
ration of his Mend and partner, ^^ as quickly 
as legs would carry ye." 

"Did I?" said Ned briefly, and even if 
sullenly was mentioned, the truth would have 
borne out the description of the tone and 
manner. 

"Yes," rejoined Mr Fulton, "you did, 
and if I^d thought your resolution would have 
been so quickly and unreasonably changed, 
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^uad should have been 
?" quickly mquired 



THE 

much trouble would 
saved to both of us^ 

" What do you 
Ned. 

" Don't be angrx^ t... j 

^ ^1, ^ ! ^"^ ^®^' ^y g^d lad," 
returned the ratcatcl-^ .^ cl -, ^ 

J ^*^^:r, and I will tell you 
my meanmg. 1 ne^^^ . , -^ 

i.^A r.^r^na.;.. ^^^ ^^^^ ossisted, and 

you had no occasiorx ^ , 

in breaking out of J^ ^PP^^ the aasistance, 

visit again before J?" ^ "" ""^"^ ^^^ ^^ 
talk, labour, and ^^^f ' ^-^ thought, 

prevented." ^""^^^ ^"'^^d ^^^« ^"^ 

"You think, tb.^ 

taken?" 

^^ Think!" excls** 
^ , . ,. ^'Jaied Mr Fulton. "No 
one studying nis ^»ja_ 

■/ "^-^1^ would exert himself so 

much as to give a. ^-, "xi«3*x 

r •,, *^«ugnt upon the subiect. 

I am sure you wiH » > ^ *^ °^"^ 

thinking" * continued he, "without 

" Then we will ^ 
prove correct or ^^ whether your judgment 

« But why," ^f^^V said Ned. 

'^ ^^-ulated the re 



that I shall be again 



in 
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the most irritable tone lie had yet displayed 
towards the only being he had ever enter- 
tained a feeling of interest in, save the espe- 
cial one he entertained for himself — ^^bnt 
why/' repeated he, ^^ this sudden change in 
your resolve?" 

^^ You have asked, and have a right to be 
answered," replied his companion. '^ Listen. 
I told ye that I had more Mends than you 
were aware of." 

'' You did." 

^^ If I had not gone to the vicarage before 
coming here," continued Ned, in an under 
tone, ** Grace Wells would have been at the 
prison before the sun had quite risen. M 
it was, I had scarcely time to prevent her 
starting." 

The ratcatcher looked as if he had sud* 
denly been subjected to the influence of an 
electrifying machine or galvanic battery. 

^^ Nor would it have been the first visit,^ 
resumed Ned. ^' For not a morning hits 
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passed but ahe has been with me abouf day- 
break." 

^^ If I had known this," replied Mr Fnlton, 
considerably shaken from his propriety, " I 
should have advised and acted very dif- 
ferently." 

^^But what do you now recommend?" 
returned Ned. ^^ So that it be not in direct 
opposition to her wishes, I will act upon your 
advice." 

^^ And what are those wishes ?" asked the 
ratcatcher. 

" Not to quit the country," said Ned. 

^^ Then I have nothing to advise," replied 
Mr Fulton- "Nothing." 

"I will not say that Grace — " 

^^ Grace ! " repeated the ratcatcher in a 
wMsper, as if weighing the familiar tone of 
his companion. " Grace — ^indeed ! " 

" I will not say that Grace," continued 
Ned Swiftfoot, "regretted my unexpected 
fi:eedom; but she feared the consequences 
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might be very injurious to me in the end, 
even if I was never re-taken." 

"How so?" asked Mr Fulton. 

" In men's estimation," replied Ned. 

" Pooh ! " added the ratcatcher. " Is 
that aQ?" 

" And is it not enough ?" 

" I wish that I could consider it more than 
enough," returned Mr Fulton. " As to that 
part of the business, I think, as far as you're 
concerned " — and he finished his observation 
by pufang au imaginary atom from the end 
of his fore finger on his dexter hand. 

" Well ! " added his companion, " then 
you have nothing to say, and I must take 
my own course." 

" And what is that ?." inquired Mr 
Fulton. 

" I shall go home," returned his com- 
panion. 

" No," said his friend abruptly. " Tou 
must not do that." 
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"Why not?" asked Ned. 

" K I had known before what I now do," 
said Mr Fulton deliberately, " I might, and 
indeed should, have taken a different course 
for your welfare ; but let that pass. It was 
no fault of mine, and, perchance, it might be 
none of yours." 

" It was a secret, sealed and forbidden 
until now," observed his companion. 

" So I thought likely," returned the rat- 
catcher, "and I will not quarrel with the 
caution. But like many cautions in this 
world, they prove dangerous in the end. 
Now, my lad, hark ye ! It's no use what- 
ever to try back to what I would have done 
if I had known that you had had such a 
powerftd friend at court. Your escape," con- 
tinued he, "I was bent upon, neither did I 
lean against a single reed. If you had failed 
in making a burst of it, Ned, a very rickety 
old woman would have called upon you." 

" What do you mean ?" inquired Ned. 
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^'Bamfield Carew was prepared with a 
disguise that would have deceived the devil/' 
replied the ratcatcher ; ^^ and in the event of 
your escape by force proving a failure — 
which, upon maturer thought, we considered 
the best course to pursue at first — he would 
have put the stratagem into play, and de* 
pended upon the last as the sailor does the 
sheet anchor." 

^^ And what was this stratagem ?" asked 
Fed. 

" Merely this," rejoined Mr Fulton, " thai 
he would have entered the cell as your aged 
and heart-broken mother, and exchanged 
places with you." 

" Considerate, truly," returned Ned. 

" You would have found it so," added the 
ratcatcher, '^ in case of a mishap." 

'^ I know it," said his companion, ^^ and 
ought not to have spoken so regardleasly of 
it ; but say on." 

^^ You are out, and should keep so," replied 



THE ENGLISH FIEESIDE. 237 

Mr Fulton. " Whatever you may be told, 
whatever you may think, you are on the right 
aide of the hedge, and so remain." 

" I wiU," rejoined Ned, " if I can." 

^* There can be no if a in the case," re- 
turned the ratcatcher, ^^ if you stretch away 
for the coast." 

" That I promised not to do," said Ned. 

" Then follow your own bent," replied his 
fiiend. ^^ I have nothing more to say." 

'^ But even you coxddn't advise me to flee 
from one — ^" 

"Pish!" interrupted Mr Fulton. "Yes, 
I could. Your safety — ^your neck depends 
upon your getting hence. Don't talk to me 
of your kickshaws ! " 

"I have no more committed a deed by 
which my life is forfeited than you have," 
observed his companion. 

"What does that matter," returned the 
ratcatcher, " if you're hung in the belief 
that you have?" 
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"As far as concerns myself — " 

** And that's the concern with which we 
have only to do," interrupted Mr Fulton. 
" I might have recommended a different pro- 
ceeding," continued he, " if Td been aware 
of all that I now know. As it is, I say go, 
and go at once." 

"You think, then," replied Ned, "that 
my escape would weigh against me'?" 

" I am sure of it," rejoined Mr Fulton. 

" So Grace said," returned Ned, " and 
yet she entreated of me not to flee." 

" And what were her hopes in the event 
of your being re-taken? — which event is a 
certainty," continued the ratcatcher. 

" My innocence — " 

" Fudge ! " exclaimed Mr Fulton. 

" And the interest being made by many 
of her most influential friends," resumed 
Ned, without noticing the interruption, 
except by a flashing eye, " for my fair and 
impartial defence." 
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" That's better," observed the ratcatcher. 
^^ That's better than the innocence, that is." 

" Well I " exclaimed his companion. " Now 
that ye know the reason of her desiring me 
not to escape from the country — what do you 
say to my braying the danger?" 

" What, to meet it ?" inquired Mr Fulton. 

" Ay," replied Ned. 

^^ If decided not to make a quick and certain 
clearance," rejoined the ratcatcher, ^^ I should 
advise ye to give yourself up at once for 
trial." 

"Not yet," said Ned. "I couldn't do 
that yet. I must have a few hours — ^nay, 
a few days' liberty. I've won them, and I'll 
enjoy them." 

" I trust, if that's your resolution," replied 
Mr Fulton, " that you may \ye allowed the 
pleasure." 

" I wUl have it," rejoined Ned, " and you 
shall see that I will." 
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" Then I wish you a very good morning/' 
returned the ratcatcher. " For when you say 
you * will/ I know you mean it, and I can't 
but think your society particularly dangerous 
just now." 

Ned waved his hand at the commencement 
of Mr Fulton's concluding remark, and before 
it was finished was out of sight. 
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of '' the old house at home/' with smiles and 
thoughts of merry, gladsome tales of Christmas 
revels and of harvest homes, and the wedding 
days of village lad and lassie. And should 
the thought be mingled with regret that the 
scenes and actors may have passed — and 
passed away for ever — still it is blended with 
the recalling of those hours when joy floated 
above joy, and life was, indeed, but a 
summer's, day. 

Then those with whom sorrow alone has 
tracked their footsteps in the weedy path of 
their pilgrimage, and, mayhap, has driven 
far, far from the well-remembered roof 'neath 
which the first prattle of infancy was lisped, 
will still turn — oh yes ! they will still turn a 
long, lingering look to where they were first 
taught to value the blessing of a home ; and 
should it have proved fraught with even 
poverty^ disease^ and death, yet forget* 
fulness can never become so dull, or indifference 
so regardless, aa to feel no interest in that 
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once dearly lored old home. God bless sach 
hearts ! Old, youngy gay, happy, and sad — 
God Uess one and all ! 

To the cottage Ned Swiftfoot was making 
a course as direct as his well-tatcnred judg- 
ment would instnict him. He was determined 
upon going to his mother before he sought 
means of secreting himself, and have the 
consolation and pleasure of pressing .a kiss 
upon the lip of one who so fondly loved him. 

*^ 111 see the kind dd woman first," said 
he aloud, running over the greensward with 
a nimble tread, ^^ and then Bamfield Carew 
shall be my counsdlor; I think, however," 
continued he, ^^ that I cannot do better than 
take up my lodging in his camp, under one 
of his many disguises." 

While thus communing with himself, the 
thin smoke curling upwards from the well- 
known old chimney caught his eye, and if it 
caused a quicker thumping in his breast, it 
was no more than might have been occasioned 
in & less tender one. Seeping his look bent 
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upon the spot, as it became more divulged to 
view, he saw a form standing upon the 
threshold, which he recognised as that of 
the king of the gipsies. 

Shading his eyes with his raised hands, his 
majesty regarded the approach of Ned 
Swiftfoot, for some moments, as if in doubt 
of the reality of what he saw; but quickly 
perceiving that it was the veritable outlaw, 
he dropped his hands, and strode from the 
cottage door to meet him. 

" And so you have given them your back,'' 
said the king, clutching Ned's hand warmly. 
" In a right bold deed you'll never disappoint 
your friends." 

^' But for a cunning one I shall not get 
so much praise, I fear," replied Ned. 

^' No," rejoined Carew, shaking his head. 
" If you'd a shade of the fox in ye, your 
character would be perfect." 

" I must endeavour now, however," re- 
turned Ned, " to try a few artful moves." 

^^ You must indeed," said his regal com- 
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panion. " And I trust, " continued he, 
^' that you ¥rill take my instructions in the 
matter." 

"I wiD," replied Ned, "and was about 
seeking you for that purpose. But tell me, 
how is my mother?" 

" Our Nell sat up with her last night," 
replied Carew, " who says until daybreak she 
was very restless and wandering in her mind ; 
but at that time she dropped into a gentle 
sleep, and still remains so." 

" I am glad to hear that," said Ned ; " for 
if she saw me, perhaps it might produce some 
injurious effect upon her health. It will be 
better to break the news of my escape in a 
more gentle manner." 

" Decidedly so," replied Carew. 

" I will go, however, and just take one 
glance at her as she sleeps," rejoined his friend. 

" I should defer my virit until she knows 
of your being out," returned the king. " Her 
rest is so light, that howev^ softly you might 
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tread, your footstep would wake her, and I 
would not answer for the consequences such 
a surprise might occasion." 

" Be it as you say, then," added Ned. "In 
the evening I may, with less fear, perchance, 
see her." 

" Yes," replied his majesty, " I will seek 
a favourable opportunity of informing her of 
your flight, and thus prepare her for your 
coming." 

" And now how do you suggest that I shall 
act, and whither shall I go ?" inquired Ned. 

" To my caravan," replied the king, " where 
I will render you as different a Ned Swiftfoot, 
to all outward appearances, as between any- 
thing young and old, handsome and ugly." 

" Shall I point there at once?" asked his 
companion. 

" Ay," replied Carew, " without the farther 
loss of a minute. When there you are safe ; 
until then you are in danger." 

" Will you go with me ?" 
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"No," returned the king. "It wffl be 
safer for ns to travel hj diSereat pathB ; but 
I shall be there as soon as 70a wilL" 

" Then farewell till we meet again/' added 
Ned, quitting the presence of his regal Mend, 
and taking long and speedy strides towards 
the gipsy's camp. 

He npght hare trareUed some half the 
distance, pondering as he went, and was 
turning a sharp and abrupt comer in a lane 
leading to the heath, with high and precipitate 
banks, when — face to &oe — not three yards 
distant, there stood Tom Brainshaw. 

Neither moved an inch, bat remained 
glaring at each other as if every sense but 
tiiat of sight had been stopped in its 
fimetions. They scarcely breathed* 

" Is it you ?'' at length gasped the game- 
keeper, "or has my brain gone daft?" 

" It is me," replied Ned, " and I would 
pass ye without fiirtber words." 

" No," rgoined his enemy, bringing a gun 
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that he was carrying across his shoulder to 
bear at the heart of Ned Swiftfoot. " No," 
repeated he, ^' you shall pass only as a dead 
man." 

" Then let it be so," returned the outlaw, 
gaining the top of the bank at one bound, 
and, scrambling down the opposite side, heard 
the roar of the piece and the sharp whistle 
of the shot as it scattered harmlessly above 
his head. 

Away he went with the speed of light 
towards the place appointed for the meeting 
with Carew ; but seeing that some labourers 
paused in their work in an adjoining field, 
through which he intended to pass, and were 
evidently disturbed by the report of the gun, 
and watched, with wondering looks, his hasty 
approach, he turned short to the left, intending 
to gain the heath by a more circuitous route. 

^^ Stop him — stop the murderer 1 " shouted 
a well-known voice, and never were those 
stentorian lungs exercised more lustily. 
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Th.e labourers stood gsuang with dropped 
jaws and starting eyes at eacb other ; but still 
remained leaoing upon their implements of 

work. 

"Stop him!" i^in shouted the keeper, 
running at his utmost speed in the track of 
the outlaw. «*Stop him! It is Swiitfoot, 
the murderer!" 

This had the desired ^fect. 

" Whoy dang me I" exclaimed one, rubbing 
his eyes, " if it bean't he, sure aloive I " 

"Zounds!" returned another, ^^^^^"^.^ 
down his spade, "that's rigbt, mun- *^ 
Ned, and nought but he 1" and then 'snth 
« a whoop" he started, foUo^e* by bis fellows, 
to join the keeper i^ the enideavour to retate 
the fugitive. But each, save Tom Brainshaw, 
determined not to approach bim singly, unleM 
disabled by the fract4e of » ^^ °' "^^ ^ 
therefore their steps ^ere uxeasored in accord- 
ance with the capacity of tt«^ companion s. 
^ W distaxx^^uld soon have been 
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gained by Ned from his pursuers, had not he 
been compelled, from the hue and cry now 
raised, and momentarily increasing from the 
numbers joining in the chase, to change his 
course so frequently. Now there appeared 
to be a fair, free scope to his speed, when, 
just as he was congratulating himself that 
the din was decreasing in the rear, from the 
distance made between him and his pursuers, 
he saw others endeavouring to cut him off 
in the front, and parties thronged to the right 
and to the left, until the whole neighbourhood 
seemed roused as if by magic, for the appa- 
rently universal object of his capture. 

On the crowd went, gaining in magnitude 
every moment, yelling and hooting as it swept 
along, and making its discordant voice echo 
and ring far and wide. 

Ned did his best to distance his enemies ; 
but he felt that every instant his case became 
more and more desperate and hopeless. Now 
and then he found himself hemmed in, and 
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wad all but determined to turn upon his foes 
and make the foremost feel the weight of his 
stalwart arm. Bursting, however, through 
and over fences, and obstacles that made his 
enemies hesitate, and puzzled them in no small 
measure how to surmount, he still managed 
to leave them at a considerable distance 
from his heels. Scarcely knowing where he 
was, and losing all thought of the object of 
his first resolve, to gain the gipsy's camp, 
Ned doubled and turned like some hard- 
pressed hare, and knew as little where to go 
for security from the impending danger. 

" Stop him ! Stop the murderer 1 " hallooed 
scores of voices, and there were those mingled 
with them who even wished — or said so upon 
former occasions — ^^ that Ned Swiftfoot might 
escape scot-free from his enemies ; for a 
blither lad never formed topic for song or 
story," 

Such are the turns we may expect when 
adversity is close behind us. 
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The noise aad uproar roused the old, the 
young, the hale and hearty, the weak, the 
infirm — ^men, women, and children aU rushed, 
either to join in or witness the riotous pro- 
ceeding. 

Weary, hot, faint, and yet determined to 
elude the yelling pack, Ned Swiftfoot con- 
tinued to lead over hill and dale, and through 
the lowland and swamp, and crashed through 
brake and brier, and skimmed over raU, fence, 
and ditch mth the determination of one not 
to be beaten in his purpose. 

Surprised, beyond the power of delineation^ 
the fugitive, in a spring through a quick-set 
hedge, found himself in his mother's garden. 

" Ned, my own brave lad ! " exclaimed a 
faltering voice, " Ned, my own brave lad !" 
repeated it, " I knew it was you. I dreamt — ^* 
and then a wild scream burst from Kit 
Macrone's lips, as she stood like some corpse 
broken from its cc^ments, in her doorway, 
while the old hag, Nell, was endeavouring to 
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take her in her withered arms, and draw the 
demented mother from the scene without. 

^^ Seize him, seize him ! " hallooed Tom 
Brainshaw, in a broken voice, making his 
way through the crowd. 

^^ Hush, ye dogs of hell I'' screeched Kit 
Macrone, while the foam of madness flew 
from her parched tongue and lips, and her 
eyes glared like an angry tigress upon her 
prey. ^^ Te dogs of hell ! '' repeated she, 
'^ stand off. I know — ^yes, I know. The 
hour that I knew muat come has. Fate's 
will was never swerved. Ha, ha, ha ! Fate, 
fate — " she might have added more to her 
ravings, but a dizziness spread itself over 
her eyes, and she fell fainting and unconscious 
into the arms of her nurse. 

Ned knew not how to avoid the crowd 
howling rotmd him. There he stood at bay, 
panting and breathing hard, with the moistened 
sweat upon his limbs, and his strained and 
stretched nuisdes and sinews ready for a more 
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desperate action than he himself , perhaps, 
even then contemplated, 

"Stand off!" called he, as a movement 
was made by a daring few to press him 
towards a corner of the garden, " or FU give 
ye good cause to call me murderer." 

" Down with him— down with him ! " cried 
twenty voices. 

" Shoot him ! " shouted one, ardent for a 
deed of blood. 

" Follow me," added another, " and we'll 
collar him." 

Still all stood inactive. Not one was over 
anxious to put in force his own suggestion. 

" If it was my eternal destruction," mut- 
tered a voice — and it was Tom Brainshaw's^^ 
" I'd take him : not," continued he, " as a 
corpse, but as he is, alive and desperate." 

"Don't come near me, Tom!" ejaculated 
Ned Swifkfoot. " I beg — I entreat of you 
not to come near me." 

" We have closed before," hissed the game- 
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keeper ; ^^ we have closed before/' repeated he, 
^^ and if this is to be our death gripe, still 
we tmll close," and he strode onwards as he 
spoke. 

There was no choice. Either to grapple 
with his enemy, or to break through tiie tall 
and almost impenetrable fence behind him, 
appeared to be the only hope of escape. 
Through it he crashed, snapping many a thick 
bough of the sturdy hawthorn, and making 
a wide gap in the prickly brier. 

A daring arm was stretched forth to seize 
the fagitive as he alighted on the opposite 
side ; but in a moment it was dashed away, 
and a blow planted on the breast of the foiled 
captnrer that sent him on the flat of his back 
as if a horse had kicked him there. 

" Stop him — seize him — stop the mur- 
derer I " were the cries that again were heard 
ringing from every direction, while the crowd 
streamed towards their victim, hot and eager 
to gain upon him. 
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Along the bank of a deep and wide river 
Ned Swiftfoot ran, determining to hold this 
course and to turn no more, let the impedi- 
ments be what they would. 

" I'll double no more," said he ; " but if 
they try to cut me off I'll fight my way 
through, and my life shall be sold dearly 
enough." 

As far as he could see, and it was a clear 
level for upwards of a mile, not a creature 
was before him. Gaining heart at this, Ned 
put forth his remaining strength, and stretched 
away at a rate little decreased from that with 
which he started. 

Maintaining this speed for a short time, 
and turning his head occasionally to see 
whether his exertions were leaving his pur- 
suers well in the rear, he had the satisfaction 
of finding that their forms were decreasing 
in the distance, and that their shouts were 
becoming less audible, although a strong 
party, headed by Tom Brainshaw, in advance 
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of the mam body, was still too dose for 
much dependence to be placed on the advan* 
tage gained. 

A single form now appeared in the dis- 
tance, which Ned quickly discoyered to be 
that of the ratcatcher. Mr Fulton seemed 
to be frightening birds, or in strong con* 
vulsions, for he was waving his arms in a 
frantic manner, and occasionally leaped from 
the ground in a way which proved that his 
present occupation had entirely absorbed all 
thought of his, hitherto, general observance 
of rheumatic ills. 

^^ Is he beckoning me away ?" said Ned, 
hesitating to proceed, and almost coming to 
a check in his run ; but the shouts behind 
reminded him of the danger of delay, and he 
again hurried forwards. 

Still Mr Fulton continued to exhibit a 
very dose resemblance to a scare-crow or 
weather-vane in a strong shifting wind. Legs 
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and arms worked with astonishing rapidity, 
and, in the distance, seemed to point to the 
four quarters of the compass at one and the 
same moment. 

^^ What can he mean ?" ejaculated Ned ; 
and then, thinking that he comprehended the 
ratcatcher's intention, he turned from the 
straight and direct course he was taking, and 
made towards a rude bridge thrown across 
the stream some fifteen yards from its 
bed. 

Now this happened to be precisely what 
Mr Fulton was endeayouring to warn Ned 
from doing. For his quick eye caught view 
of a strong reinforcement about joining the 
pursuit from the opposite side of the bridge, 
and he knew that if the fUgitiye made for 
that point he must be cut off. 

Too late Ned — like the majority of erring 
mortals — ^perceived his error. When about 
the middle of the planked bridge he saw his 
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fresh enemies in the front, and upon turning 
quickly round to retrieve his mistikoi he 
found that he was hemmed in^ and that he 
could neither advance nor retreat 

Goaded to madness, the outlaw turned his 
crimsoned cheek and flashing eyes, first to 
the right and then to the left, as if pondering 
in his desperation which of the two forces he 
should attack, 

*^ Down with him -— down with him ! '^ 
shouted a score of tongues ; but not one of 
their respective proprietors seemed in any 
way inclined to put the desire in force. 
There they stood, like a flock of sheep 
huddled together staring at a dog, from 
which they woidd neither run nor dared to 
attack. 

'^ Stand firml'' called Tom Brainshaw, 
advancing from the tlurong, ^^ and PU down 
with him* Don't let him break through ye ; 
that's all I ask/' 
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Not a word was spoken as the keeper came 
forwards. All stood looking on with breath- 
less silence and interest. 

With unflinching purpose, and his eyes 
fixed steadily on Ned, Tom Brainshaw strode 
onwards. 

" I warn ye to keep off," said Ned, 
between his clenched teeth ; but this warning 
was unheeded. 

His enemy neared within grappling dis- 
tance, when, with a vault and a bound, Ned 
sprung fearlessly over the parapet of the 
bridge, and fell plunging into the stream. 

A simultaneous shout burst from every 
tongue with astonishment at this bold and 
desperate attempt, and all rushed to see the 
fugitive buffet the foaming water lustily from 
him, and making for the shore with the ease 
and speed of an otter. 

" He's escaped ! " hallooed some twenty 
voices. 
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" No he hasn't," returned Tom Brain- 
shaw, with a blanched cheek and quiTering 
Up. 

" And he deserres to go," observed some- 
body. 

"Who says that?" fiercely asked the 
keeper. 

Perhaps it was an inoautions observation 
from Mr Fulton ; for he had joined the 
crowd ; but no one gave any reply. 

Tom Brainshaw brought his gun to 
his shoulder, and ran his experienced eye 
along it. 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " 

It was a triumphant laugh from Ked, as 
he reached the bank and drew himself out 
of the water. 

" Stop ! " roared Tom Brainshaw. " 8tir 
but an inch further, and I'll drive a charge 
of lead through ye." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " repeated Ned, springing 
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forwards. But ere he had taken three steps 
he fell heavily to the ground, and roUed 
headlong over, like a stag stricken through 
the heart at speed. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

*• Of all the wonders that I yet hare heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
IV ill eome> when it will come.** 

"Fm not afraid to die, Ndl," said Kit 
Macrone to her kind, attentive nurse, as 
she stood by her bedside damping her 
burning brow with fresh and cooling water, 
and fanning it with a bunch of feathers. 
^^Fm not afraid to die, Nell," repeated 
she, ^^and yet I would bear the torments 
of the damn'd to live a little while longer. 
If I could but live to know the fate of my 
brave lad ! " she continued, clasping her 
hands together with the agony of the 
thought. 
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^' Hush, hush ! '' returned the old crone 
soothingly. '' Hush, hush, Kate I The 
fever's abating now, and ye'U live to see 
him free — " 

" Never,'* interrupted the distracted 
mother, raising herself suddenly in the 
bed, while the veins upon her forehead 
swelled and her eyes flashed again. " Never 
shall I see him more. No, no, no. Ned 
and I shall never meet again on earth.'' 

" You may think so now," added Nell ; 
" but it's your grief, Kate, not your thought." 

" I know that we shall not," said Kit , 

Macrone, with an energy she seemed inoa- i 

pable of. " The thread of my life is nearly | 

spun to its close." 

" Never flag- thus," replied her nurse. 
"Who can tell but there's many a happy 
year in store for ye yet ?" 

"I can," rejoined Ned's mother in a 
whisper, and looking earnestly in her face; 
" I can, Nell." 
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^^ Most of US pretend to read the book of 
futurity," returned Nell, "but few would 
mind admitting among ourselves that it's as 
dosed to the gipsy as to anybody else." 

" The future's been no sealed or blank page 
with me," added Kit Macrone. "I hare 
seen the doud long before the storm's burst, 
and felt the chiUing shade of sorrow while 
the sun of prosperity has yet been shining. 
Not, mind ye ! " and she raised both her long, 
fleshless, skinny arms, "not that I tvatdd 
leam all when I could ; neither could I learn 
all when I would. The future is too dark 
and too appalling a mystery to be trifled with." 

" Speak no more now," said her nurse. 
" Try and get some rest and sleep, Eate." 

" What I have to say must be said quickly," 
replied she ; " for when I sleep again nothing 
can ever wake me from it." 

" And so you really think — ^" but the long 
disused springs of sorrow rose to Nell's 
aged eyes, and the tears coursing down her 

VOL. II. N 
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wrinkled, furrowed cheeks in streams, forbade 
her further utterance. 

^' Cry not for me/' said Kit Macrone, 
squeezing her nurse's hands between her own, 
^^ cTj not for mi9, Nell. All that lives must 
die — all that blooms must fade. One thing 
remains for a sununer, another for a score ; 
and yet, whether it be for one or for 
twenty, or ten times twenty, the end is— 
death." 

But Nell wept the more at these words, 
and clasped her round the neck and said, with 
a broken voice, ^^ Don't leave me, Kate. 
We were girls together, recollect. I am 
poor, and old, and friendless now. Don't 
leave me, Kate," and then she smoothed her 
dying companion's pillow, and propped it 
against her shoulders, and moistened her dried 
lips, and did all those attentive offices that 
the hand of kindness can only perform to the 
sick. ^^ Would to heaven!" replied she, 
^' that I had it in my power to live. Onoe I 
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rejoiced in the knowledge that my end would 
be come to before my boy's ; but now it is the 
only source of my anguish. I would rather 
know-r-" A film spread itself over her 
eyes, and she clutched the bed-clothes con- 
vulsively. 

^^ She's dying!" screamed her nurse fran- 
tically. 

" Not yet, not yet," softly replied Ned's 
mother. 

Nell peered into her face, and saw the 
contracted muscles gradually give, like yield- 
ing wax to the influence of heat, and in a 
short time the struggle for a few hours longer 
of life had succeeded. 

^^ Take cheer, take cheer ! " said her nurse, 
seeing the favourable change. ^^ Tou'U rally 
yet, bonnie Kate." 

" Give me water," replied she. 

"Wait for a moment," rejoined Nell, 
limping from the bedside, "and ye shall 
have a drink fresh from the well." 
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In a few seconds her nurse returned with 
the limpid draught, and, administering it 
with a ready hand, her patient seemed greatly 
revived and refreshed. 

" Is it noon ?" she inquired. 

" Yes," replied Nell, glancing, through the 
window, " the sun has just dipped." 

"And yet no news?" rejoined Ned's 
mother. 

" By the rule that ill-starred news travels 
fast," returned her nurse, " we should hope to 
hear of good news." 

" The bearers are laggards indeed," added 
Kit Macrone ; " but escape was hopeless. 
Mad as I was, I remember all. From such a 
pack of devils not even my brave lad could 
escape. Fm sure of that, Nell." 

" I am sure of nothing of the kind," said 
her nurse ; " for I saw him break through 
the throng, and head them for a long, long 
distance." 

" Oh, that I had had the power with my 
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will ! '' ejaculated Kit Macrone between her 
grating teeth, ^^I would have struck one 
and all dead — dead as the sod they 
stood on/' 

" Calm yourself/' responded Nell ; " we 
jshall learn presently how it fares with Ned." 

^^ Each minute seems an age/' she returned. 
" I wonder where Bobert Fulton is ?" 

^^ Here," replied a voice softly at the door 
of the chamber, ^^ here I am, Eat." 

^^ And bless the moment of your coming ! " 
replied Ned's mother, throwing hersdf 
forwards. ^^ Speak, speak, how is my 
boy?" 

"Stay, stay— " . 

" Bandy no words with me," ^e continued 
furiously. " Is he taken ?" 

" He is. Kit," replied the ratcatcher, seeing 
that he was unable to ward off the reply, 
as it was his wish, until it could have been 
broken by degrees to her. 

" Alive or dead ?" gasped Kit Macrone. 
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" Alive," rejoined he. 

" And unharmed ?" 

"Not exactly so," returned Mr Pulton, 
" and yet not greatly hurt." 

" Tell me the worst," added she, with her 
eyes all but starting from their sockets. 
" Tell me the worst," she repeated, " I can 
listen to it now, and only now." 

" After a gallant run," replied the rat-* 
catcher, "and getting weU away from the 
pack, he was met on the dyke-bridge by a 
party in front, and not having time to turn, 
he was hemmed in." 

"But he didn't yield?" 

"No," continued Mr Pulton, "Ned ia 
made of no such stuff, Por a handftil of 
moments he stood as if imdecided how to 
act, and I expected to see him make a dash 
at one of the two parties standing at each 
end of the bridge, frightened to pin him 
in a closer space ; when, as Tom Brainshaw 
went forward to seize him, he at a single 
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jump cleared the side of the bridge, and 
went head foremost downwards into the 
water." 

" My brave, my lion-hearted lad ! " ex- 
claimed the mother, with pride crimsoning 
her ashy cheeks and glistening in her eyes. 

'^ To gain the bank was the work of a 
thought, and occupied but little more time^'' 
continued Soaking Bob ; ^^ and with a laugh 
— and as loud a one as was ever heard from 
his throat — he leaped upon it, and con- 
tinued his run. But — " 

^^ What ?'' said Kit Macrone, as he hesi- 
tated to proceed. 

"He fell," replied Mr Pulton, "after 
going a few yards." 

"FeU!" ejaculated she. 

" Yes," he rejoined. " Tom Brainshaw 
levelled his gun, and — " 

*' Shot him f " interrupted the mother, in 
a hoarse whisper. 

"Yes," replied the ratcatcher, "he shot 
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him down by lodging the charge in bis 
hip." 

Kit Macrone kept her eyes steadily fixed 
on those of the speaker, as if inquiring whe- 
ther he had spoken the whole truth. 

"I'm not deceiving ye," he continued, 
noticing the expression. "Ned's hit there, 
and only there ; but he's hit hard." 

" A curse on the hand that was raised 
against him ! " hissed she ; and then her lips 
moved quickly, but no sound escaped thetny 
and she looked as if breathing a sileht male- 
diction to heaven with all the fire and 
fierceness of her nature. 

For a few minutes there was a pause, and 
both her nurse and Mr Fulton were alarmed 
at the frightful expression upon her features. 
They knew not whether it was that of 
intense agony or the rigid convulsions of 
approaching death. At length she fell back- 
wards with a deeply-drawn sigh, completely 
overcome by exhaustion. 
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^^ She'll come to again presentlj/' said 
Nell, laving her brow. 

^^Poor Kit," added Mr Fulton, bending 
over her; "poor Kit," repeated he, "the 
hour's not far off when your pinching sorrows 
will have ceased." 

" Do you think that she'll die ?" inquired 
Nell, with painful interest depicted upon her 
deeply-lined face. 

" Think ! " replied the ratcatcher, " she's 
dying now." 

" Not yet, Robert," rejoined Kit Macrone 
faintly, overhearing his remark. " Not quite 
yet, Robert." 

" I'm sorry — I did not—" 

" I pray your silence," interrupted she. 
" You said but what you thought, and there 
was no unkindness meant in the expression 
of it. I shall die, Robert," she continued, 
" and that, too, quickly ; but for the short, 
very short time that's spared me, let me 
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employ it to the best advantage — that 
advantage, at least, which appears best for 
my peace of mind and for my boy's safety. 
Where is he now?" 

"In — in the — the prison," faltered Mr 
Fulton. 

"And did you gain admission to him?" 

" I tried," replied he ; " but it was denied 
me." 

" Then how do you know that he is 
not dangerously wounded?" inquired Ned's 
mother. 

" I stayed among the crowd thronging 
round the prison gates until I could obtaiu 
intelligence that might be relied upon," 
returned the ratcatcher, "and at last a 
turnkey, to whom I am known, informed 
me that the wound was a deep one in the 
right hip, but there was no dadger to his 
life whatever from it, and such were the 
words of the surgeon in his presence." 
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*^ It gladdens me to hear you speak thus," 
replied Kit Macronei ^^and yet I know not 
why it should. Perhaps his death should 
have been considered more welcome tidings." 

" Has Carew been here ?" asked Mr 
Fulton. 

^* Not since the morning early/* re- 
sponded she. 

'^ I saw him dose by the gaol/' he con- 
tinned ; '^ perhaps in the confusion he managed 
to get in." 

*^ And now, Nell/' said Kit Macrone, 
turning to her nurse, ** you've been a close 
watcher here for some days and nights, go 
and let the breeze refresh ye. I would 
speak with Robert for a few minutes 
alone." 

" Don't send me away," replied Nell ; " I 
cannot, must not leave you, Kate." 

^^For a short time only," rejoined she, 
her difficulty of speech increasing momen- 
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tarily. ^' For a short time only ; and kiss 
me, Nell, before you leave." 

"Cannot I stay?" sobbed her old 
attendant, printing many kisses upon her 
cheek. 

" Your absence shall be as brief as I can 
make it," returned Kit Macrone; "but I 
have to say a few words for my good 
neighbour's ear alone. Kiss me again, 
NeU." 

Reluctantly her nurse did as she was 
desired, and quitted the bedside of her 
patient. 

She might have been away some ten 
minutes, when a sound resembling a 
smothered or checked scream was heard 
from the room that she had left. Hurrying 
back she found the ratcatcher clasping in 
his arms the now faintly struggling body of 
Kit Macrone. 

" She's dying ! " shrieked the old crone. 
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^^She is dead/' added he, letting the 
corpse fall gently upon the pillow. 

A shadow now darkened the entrance, and 
there stood, as if paralysed, the king of the 
gipsies. 



END OF VOL. II. 
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